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Introduction 


Author's Notes: 
None of this is in fact real or actually happened. This was something | came up with as a side project of sorts 
from another fic Nm writing. If you enjoy, thank you xoxo 


May lb, 20Il. Austin, Texas. 

It is almost ten o'clock in the morning on this warm, spring day as the young woman with blonde hair with 
black and brown streaks strolls down the street towards the front door of the coffeehouse near the northern 
outskirts of town. Prior to leaving her hotel room, she had tucked her sleek cherry red laptop underneath her 
arm and slung her black leather purse over her shoulder as she figured it would be a long day of writing at a 
swift pace. The publishing house had called Charlotte to fly out here to Texas from London for a little round of 
writing, albeit serving as a proxy for that American Broadway actress everyone knew the name of, but never 
fully understood on a closer level. 

Indeed, she always had that veil hanging over her and now that Jade Kirkpatrick was nearing the pinnacle of 
her career and soon a full stage production of A Midsummer's Night Dream, she figured now was the time to 


step forth and confess about her raucous past, the time prior to her route to becoming the next big star on 


a stage. And Charlotte would walk away from the interview knowing more about the woman behind the curtain 
with a handsome chunk of change in her fledgling bank account. 

She removes her sunglasses after stepping into the coffeehouse and follows it up with a light toss of her hair 
back from her face and neck. A kiss of chilled air trickles through the vent overhead which in turn makes her 
feel a little better about wearing her white button down shirt and her shirt skirt. There is a small table near 
the large window on the edge of the room, and thus she ambles across the creaking wooden floor with a 
smooth finish. She takes a seat on the smooth orange chair with the spindly legs and sets down her computer 
on the top of the table. She is about to plug in her laptop into the outlet on the wall next to her when she 
hears a clattering from across the room. 

She turns to see one of the baristas had dropped some dishes on one of the tables by accident. Nothing to 
feel concerned about, as she plugs the laptop into the brick wall next to the right leg of her chair. She opens 
the computer so as to switch it on, and once the desktop screen enters her view, there's a wave of silence 
over the coffeehouse. Charlotte lifts her head to behold the sight of the short slender woman with the bob of 
smooth black hair peppered with silver, the liquid brown eyes, and pallid skin: she keeps her eye on her red 
blouse with the plunging neckline, and above that, the necklace of silver beads and black opals surrounding the 
centerpiece, a fan shaped pendant of blue-green jade. She has several rings on her fingers and a pair of large 
sunglasses clinging to the bottom point of the neckline. 

"Charlotte, right?" she asks her in a mild, velvety voice: it is clear to her that she is not from anywhere near 
Texas given the lack of that accent. 

"Why, yes," she answers upon clearing her throat; Jade takes a seat right on the other side of the table and 
Charlotte extends a hand to her. "It's lovely to finally meet you, Mrs. Kirkpatrick" 

‘Oh, honey, please call me Jade. Mrs. Kirkpatrick sounds so formal and proper-and only the select few can call 
me by my nickname." 

"And what would that be?" 

"Fire Opal. It'll take some time, but | can explain it: 

Charlotte opens a new document on the laptop before rubbing her hands together. 

"Now, | understand that this is a very personal topic for you," she starts, "and to be honest, | am a little bit 
nervous myself." 

"Well, the publisher gave me your resume," Jade points out, "after reading about you writing a half of a million 
words worth of literature in almost a year, | simply couldn't resist having my agent reach out to you." 
Charlotte shrugs at that notion 

"What is there to feel embarrassed about, dear? | had a hunch that you are the one for the job. And even if 
there is no story here, | can be very convincing. At least, so I'm told. Tomorrow is my fortieth birthday after 
all 

"Oh, that's right! Happy early birthday. l-didr't bring you anything, though." 

"Nonsense. You brought yourself and your attention and your fantastic fingers. Speaking of which, may | see 
your fingers, that is if you don't mind?" 

Charlotte lifts up her hands to show Jade her slender fingers, and the rings adorning both of her thumbs, her 
right index and ring, and her left middle and pinky, all of which to help her focus. 

"Fantastic, indeed," Jade remarks, standing to her feet and showing the young writer a raised finger. She 
ambles across the room to the counter for something to drink Charlotte lets out a long low whistle as she 
struggles to keep her nervousness under control. Jade is far more formidable than she had thought at first 
and soon, she will be diving into the unknown with her. She thinks about what she's about to do, and ponders if 


the money is even worth it because it's such a personal subject with Jade. She has never told anyone about it: 
Charlotte bows her head towards the edge of the laptop and the edge of the table so as to soothe the 
fluttery feeling inside of her stomach. 

She closes her eyes when she feels the sensation to worsen and persist within her. She rests her hands on 
the edge of the table and begins to tap the pads of her fingers on the wood. It's a bit too much too soon but 
she is already there: it's a bit too late to back out now. 

"Are you paying attention, Charlotte?" Jade calls to her within time. Charlotte lifts her head to look at her 
approaching the table with a transparent cup of something neon green and bubbly in one hand. She returns to 
her seat with her eyebrows knitted out of concern 

"Are you alright?" 

"Yes, it's just-" 

"A bit much?" 

"Yes," Charlotte confesses. 

"Well, we don't have to do this now," says Jade. 

"No, no," she insists. "The two of us both have already flown down here to Texas. So, you know, we can't really 
back out of it now." 

"True," Jade concurs, "we would have to book more flights and rooms. More flights and rooms means more 
headaches for the both of us." 

Charlotte straightens herself out with a fixing of her shirt and running her hand through her blonde hair. She 
brings her hands back to the keyboard and her eyes onto the screen, Jade swirls her drink before taking a sip. 
"So you're paying attention?" she asks her as a few more patrons enter the coffeehouse. 

"| am, yes," she replies. "You have my full undivided attention. My fingers are ready to type." 

"Okay." Jade fetches up a sigh. "And | want you to know ahead of time that you are not alone in your nervous 
feelings at the moment. My husband Nick doesn't even know about any of my adventures with these.. these 
four rock n' rollers, these four horsemen, if you will. | want you to know that | thank you ahead of time for 
having the decency to be in the background rather than be in my position, and having the sense of ovaries to 
do without a byline on this memoir. And | have come to the realization that some things just need the helping 
hand of someone else in order to come forth to fruition" 

"Of course, Jade," she encourages her. 

"And | also thank you," she continues, "for being the first person willing to hear me and my four way 
intersection. Tommy was in the yellow Volkswagen ready to take me to a picnic in the park. David drove the 
boxy gray Volvo en route to a strip joint, Joseph in the little red Corvette begging to take me to dinner at the 
swarkiest place in town, and Lars in the black Bronco preparing for the getaway to the remote make out point. 
| stood right square in the middle of the pavement, waiting for the light to turn green on one of their ends. 
Fair warning, though, it's a little long, dear, but | will do my best to keep it simple enough. And at the same 
time, | am glad that you are willing to walk with me at a slow pace through this-this web that has been with 
me for almost twenty years. The world must know, and it needs to start away from everything and being 
alone with my unknown soldier.” 


"Go ahead, though," Charlotte assures her, her fingers lingering over the keyboard, "tell me everything.” 


Uncle Tom's Cabin 


Let me take you back to a simpler time, the first year of a fresh new decade, not just for myself but for 
anyone leaving behind their tumultuous teenage years and upholding a toast to the brand new ten years of life 
deemed the ones to have fun and figure things out. | had graduated high school the mere year before, but to 
say | was ready to leave the rural side of Philadelphia in order to head out to art school and study theatre 
and music would be the understatement of the twentieth century. The backwoods felt to be a bit too much 
after some time: | needed a change pace from the suburban houses and the endless clusters of luscious 
grasses among pine trees. | needed to move into the city given | feel more at ease living around more people, 
and the mood of the celebrations following graduation lasted for only so long. 

My parents had divorced in eighth grade and yet, even though | had never experienced issues with my father, 
| found myself wanting to stay closer around my mother, who lived in the heart of Philadelphia and who had 
her experience with the world lurking behind the halls of the drama theaters. In school, | felt alone, walking the 
halls without a boy glommed upon my arm and several of my classmates wondering if | was lesbian because | 


had no intent on kissing the boy deemed the hottest in school. 


(Ghostwriter's note: this part always baffles me because | didn't even have a boyfriend myself until | left for 


uni) 


But | had always felt so alive upon walking into the backstage area of the halls, and even more so stepping into 
the limelight and injecting myself into a mask of some sort. Becoming someone else for a while helped me 
forget about my own sense of loneliness. My first big role was the one of Amy Marsh from Little Women, a 
play that Mom had helped produce. | was fifteen and never felt more comfortable wearing that sapphire blue 
dress. Sam Silversmith, who played the role of Jo, joined me there onstage for a standing ovation and | knew | 
was en route to great things upon stage. | became interested in music after singing a couple of Beatles songs 
to warm up the muscles in my neck and throat: thus while taking drama and acting classes, | signed up for 
musical courses for myself. 

Two more years of acting in school plays, and not once receiving a kiss from the hottest boy in school 
because no one kisses the drama nerds. Thus, by my eighteenth birthday, graduation, and a whole slew of 
acceptance and scholarship letters, | decided to make it my career. So many days and weekends of Dad driving 
me into the heart of the city for me to perform in a play that Mom helped produce, but by the time | turned 
rineteen, | had reached a moment in time in which | needed to move forward, that making trips was not the 
way to go about with everything. | decided to leave the boondocks for my mother's mentorship and begin a 
brand new chapter of life. 

Dad drove me from Bridgeport to Mom's apartment about a half of a mile away from Haverford College. On 
the way to the neighborhood stood a black wooden cabin underneath a series of tall scraggly oak trees adorned 
with broad leaves: a mere drive past the property sent a chill up my spine. 

(All of those trees and in such a temperate location, a late summer chill perhaps?) 

| recall sitting at the stop sign next to the cabin for a few seconds but it wasn't enough for me to take a full 
look at it. Indeed, it wasn't until | settled into Mom's apartment for a few hours and then took a walk about the 
place before dinner time. At one point, | stood on the corner across from the cabin to take a better look at 


the small square porch before the narrow front door and the gaping windows beholding a partial view of the 


interior. | thought about crossing the street when | spotted a slender man walking up towards the front porch 
with a paper sack of groceries in either hand. He was a bit tall, taller than me for sure, and with kinky, long 
black hair past his shoulders and brownish skin, and wore semicircular mirrored sunglasses over his squarish 
face, and a black Rolling Stones shirt over black leather jeans. When he saw me, he flashed me a gentle smile 
before he turned and headed towards the front door of the cabin. | watched him set one sack down on the 
doorstep next to his feet before reaching into his pocket for his house keys. | watched him go inside of the 
cabin and then close the door behind him. | stood there for a moment before proceeding with my walk about 
this new neighborhood. 

For the next week prior to school starting, | strode past this cabin and | often saw him, but he never said a 
word to me. He always showed me that quaint smile and sometimes followed it up with a nod of the head but 
it wasn't until the final day of the summer time when | managed to better grab his attention 

| was about to cross the street when | spotted a black and white Siamese cat lounging there in the middle of 
the pavement under the warm sun. | noticed the bright blue collar around its neck and thus | knew it wasn't 
feral, but | noticed the little gray car waiting at the intersection up ahead with its left turn signal switched on 
"Here, kitty!" | called to it. Nothing. | hurried out to the street when the car turned the corner up ahead. The 
cat spotted me lunging for it and climbed up to its feet in one fell swoop. | watched it scamper to the other 
side of the street, which in turn left me standing there in the pathway of the car. Then | felt someone push 
me off to the side of the street towards the sidewalk. 

The car blared its horn at me once | reached the curb. | turned around to see that man pressed up right 
behind my body. He had saved my life and also the life of the cat: it padded up to him and rubbed up against 
the front of his jeans. 

"Be careful, doll," he warned me: he spoke with a dubious Hispanic accent but his English was practically 
textbook. 

| was trying to save that cat," | told him, gesturing to the tabby giving his legs another hard rub before 
standing in place and gazing up at him upside down. He stripped off his sunglasses to reveal his solemn but 
liquid brown eyes to me, and then he followed it up with that very same shy little smile accompanied with little 
dimples in his cheeks. He held out his hand for me to shake. 

‘lm Tom," he greeted me: | took his hand and watched his fingers wrap around the entirety of my hand. He 
had a good firm grip, powerful, one that made me realize | was dealing with a strong personality. 

"lm Jade," | replied with a glimpse down to the cat which continued to rub against his ankles with a tinkle of a 
bell on its collar; "and who's your friend?" 

"This is Margarita," he gestured down to the cat, which looked up him again with squinted eyes. "She's my best 
friend at the moment" | reached down to pet the cats head and she presented to me her purr. 

"You know, | have seen you all of the time lately and yet | have never actually spoken to you," he confessed, 
"would you like to come inside for a drink?" 

"Er, what kind of drinks do you have?" | asked him. 

"ve got beer, vodka, some soda-" 

"I'll take some pop, please." 

"Okay, come with me-" He led me back to the cabin and with Margarita the cat strolling right with us all the 
while: we stood on the corner and took a glimpse both ways before he spoke again 

"Have you ever taken a walk with a cat?" 

"| haven't, no." 


"Oh, there are few things that compare to it. As much as | love dogs, there is absolutely nothing like taking a 


walk with a cat. And she is honest to God the best walker." Margarita stood next to him with her tail erected 
straight up from her haunches before he took a step forward onto the pavement. | followed him to the front 
porch of the cabin, and then he beckoned me into the front room. | glanced about the room, at the small 
heather gray couch facing away from the door and across from the small lumpy looking recliner chair, the 
two large windows, and the twin black and blue bass guitars resting on spindly display racks. | turned to him 
right as he stepped into the small but cozy kitchen for a bottle of soda from the counter next to the fridge. 
| thought about his handshake, with his fantastic fingers curling around my hand. 

(Someone likes phalanges! By the way, any notes will not make it into final publication) 

"You're a musician," | declared. 

"Like hell | am," he said with that little smile returning once again. He had taken a crystal clear glass out of the 
cupboard over his head but he hesitated before pouring me a cup. 

"Would you like some ice?" 

‘Oh, yes please-" As he opened the freezer for some cubes of ice, | turned back to the basses on the other 
side of the room: how their bodies shone in the afternoon sunlight, glimmering as if the maker had embedded 
actual glitter into the curves and around the ends of those heavy strings. 

"What kind of music do you play?" | asked him, returning to him still before the counter with the soda bottle 
in hand. 

"Real hardcore and fast kinda stuff. And yes-l play in a band. | learned pretty much playing by ear, listening to 
The Beatles, The Kinks, and The Stones with my brother and we'd play along-here, doll." 

He handed me the glass, that little smile never wavering for a split second. 

"What'd you say your name was, Jane?" 

"Jade. As in the stone." | took a sip of the cold, crisp soda. 

(Oh, God, | am thirsty now) 

"Jade, that was it! Itll take me a little bit, | must confess." 

"Where are you from, by the way? | admire your accent." 

"Chile. | came to the country about eleven years ago." 

"And what brings you to Pennsylvania?" 

"Quiet and there are some good people here. | have friends who live nearby here, too." 

"And you mentioned the Beatles," | added. "When | was learning to sing, my mom would play Abbey Road and 
Sergeant Pepper for me, and | would sing along with John and Paul in particular." 

"Back up, back up, you're a singer?" 

"Yes. Kind of. l'm more an actress than anything. My current goal is to do Shakespeare at some point" 

"Ah, bitchin! Are you going to school?" 

"Yeah, | start tomorrow morning over at Haverford. | live with my mom in the apartments over here." 

"| sense a ‘you should come over for dinner sometime coming," he admitted. 

"You should. You totally should” 

"It's a date then," he said with a slight smirk and a raise of his glass. We clinked the rims of our glasses 
against each other before taking a drink in unison. Margarita jumped onto the counter across from him, took a 
seat, and proceeded to wash her paw. Tom then set down his glass on the counter so as to eagerly rub his 
hands together. 

"Let me share some of my band's music with you," he offered, stepping past me and into the front room. | 
watched his hair float behind his head as he strode towards a small record player tucked behind the black 
bass on the left. 


Silence for a moment, and then the hardest, fastest rock r' roll | ever heard in my life flooded out from the 
speakers on the sides of the room. 

All | heard next was an ear splitting "AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!" 

(| improvised that) 

He grinned back at me when | jumped back a bit. 

"That was mel" he declared as it picked up some more. 

| gaped at him in surprise. "That scream was you?" 

"That was all me!" 

He turned the dials to crank down the volume a bit so he could speak to me, even though | was at a loss for 
words. | rounded the side of the couch to meet up with him. | was astonished by what | was hearing: to think 
this soft spoken man made that high pitch shriek and then bellowed like a beast on those speakers. | knew | 
was about to head into the deep end with this man Tom from that point onward. 


The Jolly Red Giant 


| started school at eight o'clock sharp the next morning with the memory of Tom etched right into my mind. 
To think | had saved the life of his cat and then he saved my life, and then he was such a gentleman towards 
me: the very thought of it all brought a bit of hope for me, like | had made the right choice in leaving the 
sticks for the city. | had my head full of this interesting gentle fellow from the time | fell asleep to the very 
moment | walked out of the front door of the apartment and then into the front door of the school for my 
very first class of my first day. | remember there being a tall oak tree right outside of those steep steps and 
| figured that would be the place to sit during my break time. 

Haverford resembled a little to a high school, with its brick buildings and its large, open air campus: lucky for 
me | had my first three classes in that long low building at the front of the campus. 


| entered my creative writing class there at the end of the corridor. 

(Hiring me as a ghostwriter makes a little more sense now that | hear that) 

A small room, with tables arranged in a horseshoe beginning from the teacher's desk. There was a young 
gentleman seated near the desk: for a second, | thought he was Tom given he had luxurious long black curls 
down to his shoulders, but a slender pale face, as if he had just seen a ghost, and a light shadow about his 
upper lip and his chin. He wore a white shirt underneath a bright red zip-up sweater; and when | walked into 
the room with my bag slung over my shoulder, he showed me a little smile. 


"Is someone sitting next to you?" | asked him, gesturing to the chair next to him. 


"Not at all," he said, speaking with a strong New York accent. | took a seat next to him and set my bag down 


on the linoleum next to my feet; | then turned back to him. 

"m Charlie," he introduced himself with a slight nod of the head. 

(Oh, to be referred to as Charlie again..) 

"Im Jade. What brings you here?" 

"Auditing a class and I'd much rather do it here. I've got nothing else to do at the moment. How ‘bout you?" 
"Aspiring actress and part-time musician" 


"Oh?" He raised his eyebrows at that. "What instrument do you play?" 
"| sing." 


‘I'm gonna say this now: if my band ever needs a second singer, I'll make sure you get on the short list" 


"You are the second guy I've met in the past two days who plays in a band," | declared. 


‘Must be a sign" He flashed me a wink; | took a second look at his shirt and spotted a tiny icon of Darth Vader 
on his shirt, obscured part of the way by his sweater. "If you're not doing anything after school on Friday, you 


should come check us out. We're gonna be playing over at the Trocadero with our pals from Megadeth and 
‘Oh my gosh, | love the Trocadero. Everything sounds so good and clear in there no matter where you are." 
"Plenty of room for moshers, too." 


We fell into silence once our professor entered the room and we made our introductions about the room. At 
the end of the period, we were given our first piece of writing for the quarter: to write outside of our genre. 
| had trouble with this at first because my genre was romantic plays, and so | needed a little inspiration once 


class was dismissed. 


| turned to Charlie as he ran a hand through his dark hair and showed me that same quaint smile Tom had 


always given me in the days leading up to our meeting. 
"So Friday, you said?" | asked him. 


"Friday night at eight o'clock. Doors open at seven. We'll meet you there and convince our boys to let you 
backstage." 


During my lunchtime, | took a seat outside on the grass underneath the tree with my things and something 
caught my eye, something consisting of bright fiery red waves. This gentleman could be seen from a mile 
away, his hair was so bright: add to this he towered over most of the passerby walking about the place. | 
watched him walk towards the front steps, past me and up the steps: he took a glimpse down at me and the 
big dark sunglasses blocking his eyes gaped back at me like big black holes. He didn't smile at me but | felt 
something just by his looking at me. | watched him go into the front door in silence. 


It was odd but at any given moment, | was intrigued. All of those assumptions from everyone thinking | was 


gay because | never showed affection to a boy seemed to wane away into the gray from that point onward. 
(I hope to find a guy who looks at me and gives me feelings with just one look) 


| stood to my feet to follow him, but at that point, students filled the corridors. But | kept my eye out for 
him and those cherry waves. | walked for a bit until | brushed shoulders with someone. | whirled around and 
there he was, his sunglasses removed from his face to show me his steely eyes. It took just one tiny glimpse 
for me to lock that gaze with him before the movement of the crowd swept us away from one another. | 
caught a small glimpse of the side of Charlie's head next to him before they disappeared into the hordes of 


students. 


For my remaining two classes, | kept him tucked in the back of my mind, even as | began to catch the eye of 


another guy, this time in my lrish literature class and my drama class. He looked like a movie star with his 
blond hair and cleft in his chin, but when he stared at me, it wasn't that intense gaze the red headed man had 
given me. He stared right through me and kept his eyes fixated on my hands and my chest. 

(| think the word you're looking for is "leer"?) 

In fact, his stare brought on a slight squirm in my seat come the day's end. Once class was dismissed, | 
hurried out of there as fast as | could to the front doors. My final class of the day was further away from 
the street and so | walked rather quickly across the grass. | glanced behind me to make sure the guy wasn't 
following me. 

(Good looks or not, I'd get the hell out of there, too) 

| bumped into someone again: | stumbled back to see it was the redhead again. 


"Oh, I'm sorry!" | exclaimed. 


"Oh, no, no, no, it was my fault," he insisted. He had put his sunglasses back on but tied his hair back from his 
face so | could better make out his features in the balmy afternoon sun. 


"Are you okay?" he asked me in a mild voice. | turned back around to see if the guy was still behind me. No 
one but a crowd of people. | returned to him to see his eyes gazing back at me from behind the lenses, now 
rich dark brown from the sunlight shining onto him. 


"Yes," | replied, feeling at ease with him. 


"Have you seen a guy with dark hair, a tiny bit of a mustache, and a Darth Vader shirt?" he asked me: he 
spoke at a strong clip, not the deliberate speech like with Tom or the obvious boldness as with Charlie. 


"Not since this morning, no." 
"Aw. Well, er-if you do see him-wait, do you have a class next?" 
"| don't. I'm going home right now." 


"Damn it. Well, | was just going to tell you that if you do see him, tell him the Jolly Red Giant is here to pick 


him up for a bit of a jam session and a rehearsal." 
| paused. 
"Wait, you're with him?" 


He nodded his head from side to side accompanied with a shrug. 


"More or less" He cleared his throat and gave his hair a toss back from his neck. ‘Im Dave" 
"Im Jade. Charlie invited me to the show at the Trocadero on Friday. 

"Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah, he said they'll be waiting for me then" 

"Where do you live? Ill come pick you up" 

"| live in the apartment complex about a half of a mile from here. Number Twelve. 
"Apartment complex-wait a minute, is there a wooden cabin not too far from there?" 
"There is" 

"| know exactly where that is. I'll pick you up at six, though, ‘cause I'm terrified of traffic" 
"Makes perfect sense to me. | will be waiting for you" 


And without another word, or thought of the movie star looking guy leering at me, | had a date with Dave, the 
Jolly Red Giant. 


A Cup of Joey 


When | returned home that day, | had told Mom about my first day of school and my encounters with Dave 
and Charlie: | dared not tell her about the creep in my last two classes and the discomfort | felt upon his 
staring at me and never lifting his gaze from me. The one thing | could never understand was why | felt so 
creeped out by him: perhaps it came from the fact that whenever he looked at me, he neither lifted his gaze, 
nor did he show me a smile. | could frankly care less if he was good looking or not: he showed me such a 


steely, icy gaze that it was easy for me to feel uncomfortable. 


That evening, | had taken a seat on the couch and leaned back against the cushions: it was literally the most 
comfortable couch with its plush royal blue cushions and soft pillows; | had slept on it many a time when the 
guest room-at that point, my room-had no furniture inside of it. | thought about Dave and where he was 


staying at the moment. 
(Okay, this just got really interesting) 


| told Mom about the show Dave and Charlie had invited me to and she said yes, just so long as | returned 
home at a reasonable time because, even though | was over eighteen, | could not accept any kind of drink. Soon 
thereafter, | ambled back to my room to pick out what to wear for that evening and save it for then: since it 
was late summer, | picked out my little black camisole, bright red shorts, and black Chuck Taylors. | planned to 
don my hair in a tight ponytail atop my head, but given | had bangs at the time, one would mistake me for a 
regular schoolgirl. Mom also let me borrow her best mahogany lipstick even though | didn't believe | would be 


getting lucky that night. 
(That sound you hear is the ghostwriter laughing to herself) 


Come Friday afternoon, | walked home to set down my things and change my clothes into that little outfit. | had 
just put on the lipstick when there was a knock on the front door. Mom answered, and Dave stood there 
before us wearing a white button down shirt and blue jeans over big black boots: his bright red hair seemed 


to shimmer in the warm setting sun 
"Would you like to come inside for a bit?" Mom offered him as he took off his sunglasses. 


"That's too kind of you, but I'm a little worried about traffic, though," he told her. 
"Okay. You take care of her, and you-" She turned to me. "don't put your drink down or take anything that 
might look odd" She gave the both of us hugs before we headed out the door for the short drive over to the 


Trocadero Theater. 


Dave parked in the back alleyway behind the venue, a tight corridor teeming with stagehands busy with the 
set up. | recognized Charlie standing at the back door with what looked like a glass of water in hand. He waved 


at us when we pulled up closer to him. 


“There she is," he declared as | climbed out of the front seat. "Looking like a total rockstar herself no less!" 
(Ghostwriter grinning to herself) 


"| was thinking the same thing, man!" Dave joined in from behind me. Charlie took a sip from his glass and then 
gestured for me to come inside. | was a bit reluctant at first given we all had just met one another but when 


Dave put his arm around me, | eased up a bit. 
"Yeah, come on in!" Charlie insisted. "Come meet everybody-" 


With Dave keeping his arm around me, | followed Charlie inside of the back part of the theater to the dressing 
room, where | was met with a pair of coffee tables covered in a whole slew of cold looking drinks and snacks 
before a big comfy looking couch, and three men congregated about a small, empty red drum set tucked back 
into the far corner. Two of them held guitars upon their laps while the third held a big black bass against his 
chest as he leaned back against the wall. Each of them had that same kinky jet black hair; the guitarist on the 
left, however, had these thick dark eyebrows that looked as though they were painted on his face. He glanced 
up at me his showed me a polite smile. 


"| see Dave picked up a little miss," he cracked. 

"This is that chick Tom and | were telling you guys about the other day," Charlie introduced me, "remember 
when | said | was gonna audit a class for a little while until we find some studio time? And Tom and | spoke for 
a bit about that little gal who saved his cat? Yeah, this is her, that same girl: the amazing Jade. This is our 
founder Scott-" The one with the thick eyebrows gently took my hand and gave a kiss to the back. "-that's 
Dan-" The other guitarist flashed me a wink. "that's my nephew Frank-" 

"You're his nephew?" | asked the bassist, a bit stunned by that. 

(Say what?) 


"Everyone's always so surprised by that," he admitted, lifting himself into an upright position, "cause we're so 
close in age and all, but yeah. Charlie's sister is my mom." 


A tall dark gentleman then emerged from around the corner there behind the couch, carrying a bouquet of 
sunflowers in one arm close to his chest as if he carried a baby. He looked a little bit like Tom in that he had 
that long black hair but he had these soft bangs over his brow, and they reminded me of my own. He also 
looked more Native American than Tom. 

"and this is our singer Joey," Charlie resumed. He held out the bouquet to me. 


"For me?" | asked him, feeling my face grow warm. 


"All for you," he replied, "they're actually from Tom but he couldn't make it” | took the bouquet and cradled it. 


"Thank you," | told him and he gave a bashful shrug. 
"In the meantime, take a load off, doll face," Frank offered me, gesturing to the coffee tables and the couch. 


"Yeah, the show doesn't start for about an hour and a half," Charlie added, "so-kick back and-" He picked up a 
glass bottle of cold coffee from one of the tables. 


"have a cup of Joey." Joey, meanwhile, brought a hand to his face to hide his embarrassment. | looked on at 


the coffee tables and something told me they weren't there for them 
"What's all this?" | asked them. 

"Hts a little party for Lars," said Scott 

'Lars?" | repeated. 


"Don't tell me you don't know little Lars!" Dan declared. | gingerly shook my head and they all gaped at one 


another. 

"You are in for such a treat," Dave told me. 

"None of us would be here right now if it wasn't for him," said Frank as he adjusted the strap on his bass. 
"Poor guy just underwent a divorce so we're gonna cheer him up," Charlie explained. 

"By the way, when's he getting here?" asked Dave. 

"He called about an hour ago and said he's on his way, but who knows-" 

Meanwhile, | took a seat there, right smack in the middle of the comfy couch with the cold cup of coffee in 
one hand, and the bouquet of sunflowers nestled in my arm before | set it down on the cushion to the right of 
me so | could drink from the bottle. It was indeed a comfy couch. 

While the five of them chatted amongst themselves, Joey then sidled over to the couch and sank down right 
next to me: even though he was sitting upright, his long legs rose up from the edge of the cushion. His black 
hair dangled over his shoulders, and he smelled of musk and cold cuts. 

"So how do you like those flowers?" he inquisitively asked me. 

"Oh, | love them." He showed me a sweet little grin 


"Charlie and Tom told me a little bit about you, how you just so happened to be there." 


"There was no way that kitty was going to be at the hand of that driver," | assured him. "No way, no how." 


"You're alright," he said, his cheeks growing bigger with his smile. 

"You think so?" 

"| know so, babe-" He hesitated with a nibble on his bottom lip. 

"Huh?" 

(Huh?) 

"| mean, uh, Jade." 

| raised an eyebrow at him. Something felt off, but | had no idea what. 

"Are you-seeing someone right now?" He lowered his voice to such a soft level that he almost whispered his 
words. | chewed on my lip because | knew they all clustered right there within earshot of us, and then there 
was this other fellow Lars, on his way at the moment and | wondered about him. Not to mention, it all felt so 
soon and sudden. Maybe it was the fact that part of me still tried to adjust to this new era in life or perhaps 
it came from something else. Perhaps | needed a sip from my cup of joe right then, a cup of Joey. 


"l'm not. At least, | don't think | am." 


"You don't think you are? You mean to tell me old Tom cat hasn't been giving you the old up and down glance 
of the ages?" 


"Nope. We're just friends." 

(Ghostwriter says that's a lie) 

"Wow." He was stunned. "Really?" 

"Really." 

"I think l'm too old for you anyways." He knitted his eyebrows together. "Wait a minute, how old are you?" 
"l'm nineteen," | said. 

"Yeah, I'm too old for you. I'm twenty-nine, I'll be thirty in a couple of months, in October." 

"Ten years between us? Hey, at least I'm old enough." 


"That's a big difference, though. But to be honest, | do think you're pretty hot" 


| felt my face grow warm again. 
"And not like the way your face looks, either." He winked at me. 


"If you're not doing anything, and its gonna be some time before we do anything, would you like to go out some 


time?" 

"| don't see why not," | agreed with him. 

"IIl give you my number in a little bit-gotta ask around for a pen and paper and whatnot..” 

"So who's this Lars guy?" | asked him, unscrewing the cap of the bottle. 

"Oh, he's a badass motherfucker. He's a drummer and he doesn't seem like much, but like Frankie said, none of 
us would be here if not for him. You'll really like him, too." In a way, it reminded me of Waiting For Godot in 
that this man on his way was another new entity for me, and there was quite a bit of time before anyone did 


anything else, and yet | had to take Joey's word for it. Not to mention, | now had a date with the singer as | 
took a sip of that crisp, chilled coffee. 


Prince Hamlet 


Author's Notes: 
Just as a heads up, when | write Danish words, i'll give the translations here so we all can lære og elske 


danskernes sprog 


It would be another half an hour before Lars showed up to the venue but until then, Joey stayed with me on 
the comfy couch there in the dressing room. When there was just enough noise in the background, he nudged 
me as a cue for me to come closer to him. Dave and Scott stood up against the wall while Charlie, Frank, and 
Dan clustered there in the corner of the room with their instruments. It was clear that we could speak to 
each other. 


"So where would you like to go?" he asked me. "What time should | come and get you?" 


"How ‘bout a date at home?" | suggested. "We can have something homemade and we don't have to wait in any 


noisy restaurant.” 


"I actually like that better," he admitted, bringing his face closer to mine so | could better smell the musk on 
his neck. 


"You can meet my mom, too," | added. 
"Even better! What time should | come over, though?" 

"Where do you live?" 

"All the way over in Queens. It's a two hour drive on a good day” 
"Mmmkay, what's next Friday night like?" 

"Next Friday?" 

"Yeah, whatcha doin’ then?” 


"Probably nothing. I'll have to mosey on over early to beat the rush hour, but | can do it, though. | know 


where you live. And | can meet your mama, too." 


Charlie had pulled up a stool and began to drum a little bit. Joey leaned forward and tilted his head back and 
opened his mouth to relax the muscles in his throat and neck. | wasn't much of a vocal coach, but | followed 


suit with him by vibrating my lips, something | always did to prepare for a play. 


(| cannot help but picture the airplane motor sound) 

He let out a loud yelp when | yawned as big as | could. He rolled his head about with his shoulders raised up 
and his mouth wide open: at one point, his tongue spilled out of his mouth like that of a dog. | burst out 
laughing at the sight. Anyone from the outside looking in would think we were a couple of buffoons, but he was 
warming up and | just did it for the hell of it. 


(Some of the best things ever have come out of that motive) 


At some point however, the vocal stretching allowed me to do something | had never done before with anyone 


other than a fellow classmate. | could feel the two of us coalescing and joining together. 

"Blood running cold amongst the stare and flesh of stone," he belted out with this high soaring voice that rose 
higher with every word. "Your future's bright! Your! Future's! BRIIIIIGHT!" He could've been an opera singer for 
all | knew. | was intrigued by him, my cup of Joey, and thus | let my guard down with him. 


"| dreamed a dream in time gone by," | sang, reminiscing on Les Miserables, "when hope was high and life worth 


living. | dreamed, that love would never die." 
(Some patrons just looked over this way and began gushing a bit) 


The room fell silent at the sound of my voice. Joey raised his eyebrows at me. 


"Wow," Dave remarked from the other side of the room. 
"Yeah, that was beautiful,” Scott added, rubbing the tip of his nose with the inside of his hand. 


‘I'm almost inclined to ask one of the guys down the hall to bring in keyboards so you can do ‘The Great Gig in 
the Sky’ for us," Joey cracked. 


"What else you got?" asked Charlie. | thought about all of the songs | had learned and memorized ad infinitum 
until | knew them by heart all throughout school. | cleared my throat and straightened my back so | had as 
much to breathe for myself. 


"Seeing as we're within range of the Big Apple," | began, clearing my throat once again. Charlie held his 


drumsticks ready, as if about to give me a beat, but | proceeded onward a capella 
(Gather round, everyonel) 


‘| like the island Manhattan," | sang, remembering the words to one of my favorites from West Side Story, 
"smoke on your pipe and put that inl" | climbed to my feet as if | was indeed performing onstage. 


(She's keeping her voice to a whisper and it's rather hilarious) 


"Girls sans Rosalia: | like to be in America! OK. by me in Americal! Everything free in Americal For a small fee 


in Americal" 
"That is what | said when | came here about nine years ago," a voice behind me declared. 


"Hey! There he is!" Dan exclaimed, holding his arms out in a V shape. | whirled around to see him, the man of 


the hour. 

He had long smooth brown hair down to his shoulders, with soft looking feathery bangs atop the crown of his 
head, and a fair, smooth round face that reminded me of the full moon: like Charlie, he had these tiny plumes 
of a mustache beginning to grow over his upper lip. He had these big round deep set eyes that seemed to 
follow me around while aging him about twenty years from his prominent brow. Even though | could tell he 
was young, he looked ancient, like a time traveler from times gone by. He was short, a tiny bit shorter than 
me, and svelte, but he had this soft, humble air to him, like splitting a union had left him feeling unlike himself. 
He wore a black shirt over black trousers, and kept his hands tucked into his pockets. 


"Yes, here | am," he said, running his fingers through his hair: he had a faint line on his left ring finger. "The 
guys all told me to come into the room with the beautiful singing.’ 


He had an odd accent, one that | never heard before. British? No. 
(Hal) 


German? Possibly; he sounded pretty educated, like he had known English for most of his life. For all | knew, he 
could have flown straight from the Midwestern United States. 


But he turned to me with a thoughtful look upon his face. 

"Was that you singing?" 

‘It was," | replied with pride. 

"It was all her, man," Frank piped up, plucking at one of the bass strings. 

"Wow." He held out a hand for me to shake. "I am Lars Ulrich and | do nothing." 

"Jade Kirkpatrick and | do stuff onstage." 

"Onstage like-performing?" He let go of me for another run of the fingers through his hair. 


"Depends on how you define performing," | pointed out to him. 


"Guys!" One of the stagehands poked his head into the dressing room. "Thirty minutes to showtime." 

"Ah, shit," Dave grumbled, tucking a lock of red hair behind his ear. 

‘| just got here, too, God damn it," Lars groaned. 

“Something is not well in Germany?" | asked him. 

"So very close but no cigar-Denmark," he corrected me. 

"Something is unwell in the state of Denmark?" 

"Eh, yeah," he answered with a shrug of his narrow shoulders. "It just wasn't going to happen between myself 
and her." He showed me a sad little smile and how | wanted to hug him right there, but Joey and his band and 
Dave all stood right there right behind me so | couldn't. 


(Aw) 


In fact, Dave guided us out of the room into the hallway so the five of them could huddle up together. He 


pushed a piece of hair back from his shoulder before turning to us. 

"Do you guys want something to drink?" He gestured at me. "I know you're not old enough yet" 
Lars raised his thick eyebrows at me. 

"I'd like just a cup of water," | told Dave. 

"Yeah, I'll-er, take a beer," Lars replied. 


"Wait right here," he commanded us, and then he spun around and headed down the hall to one of the vendors 


at the front. It was just myself and Lars. 
"You're not old enough to drink?" he asked me. 
| shook my head. "l'm nineteen" 


"Nineteen years old and you have got a voice like that-that is unbelievable." 


‘| try my best," | confessed with a coy shrug. 
"I think we all do our best, love," he pointed out. 


"We all do our best to be the best!" 


“Agreed, but sometimes we must be the worst. The worst is first, you know.’ 


| giggled at that. 
"You're funny-smart, too." 


"Hey, | am the trommer and therefore the spine. The band must keep up with me. | am just here trying not to 
be unhappy, therefore | must be smart" 


"You're the what?" 
"Trommer. That's Danish for drummer." 
"You oughta teach me some words because | think I'll be seeing a lot more of you in the future." 


| came off a pretty long and hard tour on top of everything else and so-" He rubbed his chin. "-you're not 
wrong. And Danish is a piece of cake-its the bizarre letters that throw foreigners. But | would be more than 
happy to do so." 

Joey and his band then filed out of the dressing room and down the other side of the hall towards the stage. 


"Come on, let's go see them," he offered me. 
"What about Dave, though?" 


"He's right behind us." | craned my neck back at the sight of that bright red hair heading towards us: he had a 
cup in either hand, one with ice water, the other with amber colored beer. He caught up with us and then we 
headed through the backstage area to watch them perform. Dave was the giant beholding the sun, but Lars 
was almost like a dark prince with his long Jesus hair, his earthy attitude, and most of all, his broken heart. 
Meanwhile Tom was like Boo Radley with the cabin in the woods and his beautiful cat, and there was Joey, 
standing tall upon the stage with his jet black hair waving like the tentacles of an octopus and his operatic 
voice soaring high into the sky. 


Meeting those four men set the wheels in motion for me, and from that point onward, | was stuck in the 


middle, all the way to my twentieth birthday. 


"Nothing fancy about Twinkies on a couch" 


Over the course of that following week, | had found out the man in two of my classes, the one who kept 
staring at me was named Jeremiah.. I'm drawing a blank on his last name. But | heard his name during roll call 
and the name tattooed itself onto my brain. All | ever knew about him at first was that he liked to stare at 
me from across the room and a couple of times, during the days in which | had those classes, he followed me 
out of class to the front of campus. Because Charlie audited the writing class, | saw him perhaps once that 


whole week and when Jeremiah followed me out of the school as | walked home, he was nowhere to be found. 


| soon found out, I'm thinking around the end of the week, that he lived in this tiny house right down the block 
from the apartment complex, like | could stand on the corner across from Tom's place and | would be able to 

see his front door and the window on the side. | couldn't look into the house unless | actually walked up to the 
property, a concept as novel to me as drinking or the rockstar life, and then took a peek in through that 


window. 


In fact, the evening before Joey drove over to Philadelphia, before dinner, | thought about doing just that once 
Mom left the apartment to cash her check for that week. It was a cool late afternoon with the setting sun 
painting the sky orange and the feeling of autumn sank upon the whole area. Lucky for me, | had no homework 


that night and so | put on my best sneakers and changed into a dark sweater. 


| headed out to the street, where | spotted Tom walking up to the porch of the cabin with some kind of cloth 
slung over his shoulder. He had his back turned so | could duck out of the front of the complex without him 


walking over to me. 


| strode to the sidewalk, with the leaves in the trees rustling overhead and the breeze blowing through my 
hair all the way to the house there. | recall it being quite small with a rustic dark roof and white stucco walls, 
like that of a cottage. | kept my head bowed down low as | made my way across the pavement to the small 
square of a lawn. A tangle of shrubs stood between me and the window and so | couldn't walk over to the 
ledge but | managed to take a peek through the thin sliver of glass. | spotted the narrow barrel of a shotgun 
hanging off of the inside wall. 


(oh) 


That was all | could see before | started to feel nervous at the prospect of standing on someone else's 


property. | ran away from there before those eyes lay onto me once again 


The next day, when | went to class, | caught a glimpse of him looking my way, but this time, instead of a hard 
glare, he flashed me a series of glances in my direction. | paid no attention because | had one and only one 


thing on my mind awaiting me for that night: Joey! 


| tried to picture what his car looked like as | walked home with my book bag slung over my shoulder and the 


cool fall breeze blowing through my hair again Mom told me she would make homemade macaroni and cheese 


incorporated with the little hot dogs for us that evening. She had also taken me shopping for a new blouse to 
look nice for him, a black one with a low neckline that she was sure he would love to see on me. 


(Ah, reminds me of my first date. | think | still have the blouse | wore for that night.) 


| wore the same lipstick | had worn when | saw Joey's band and Soundgarden live at the Trocadero, and | put on 
a short skirt and some soft perfume, and | kept barefoot. At that point, it was well past four o'clock in the 
afternoon and he hadn't showed up to the complex yet. | began to worry a bit because even though he told me 
he knew where | lived because of the proximity to Tom's cabin, | never wrote down his number. | stood near 
the window looking out to the plaza in the middle of the complex with an eye out for that big tall man with the 
shocking, spidery black hair down past his shoulders. 


Mom and | waited until five o'clock until | decided to help her make dinner and set the table in the room next 
to the kitchenette. No sooner had | placed a clean white plate on the placemat when | heard a knock on the 
door. 

"There he is, Jade," Mom said with a tone of excitement to her voice. | gave my hair a toss back from my 
forehead and then | flung the door open to reveal him. Standing there in my mom's doorway with his black hair 
nicely brushed back from his face, and showing me that shy grin all the while. He had put on a black button 
down shirt accompanied with a little Jimi Hendrix button and a flower broach pinned onto the lapel. He cradled 
two small white packages in one hand. 

"No flowers this time?" | asked. 

"What, my little broach doesn't cut it?" he retorted, fingering the flower on his lapel. 

"We'll see about that," | teased him, "come on in, José." 

| made him laugh with that as he stepped into the apartment: he bowed his head even though there was about 
a foot of clearance between the ceiling and the crown of his head. He shook hands with Mom and then she 
flashed me one of those "knowing" glances, like she could see it happening between the two of us in the future. 
"What are these, by the way?" | asked him, gesturing to the white packs in his hand. 

"Twinkies. | didn't know what to bring so | picked up these at a little market on the way here." 

"Dinner's about ten minutes away, though," Mom advised him. 

"Homemade macaroni and cheese with hot dogs," | added. 


"Oh, damn, that sounds so good. Where should | put these then?" 


"Here-" Mom offered to take them, and he handed them to her, and she took a few steps to the fridge. 


"Make myself at home then," he declared, rubbing his hands together. 


"Please," | told him, holding my arms out to the living room as if beholding a masterpiece. | followed him to the 
couch underneath the bay window, where he hesitated with his hands pressed to his hips. 


"We probably coulda put the Twinkies on the arms-one on each-and make it look a little more decorative," he 


suggested. 

"There's nothing fancy about Twinkies on a couch," | scoffed, shaking my head. 

(Maybe there can be?) 

Joey took a seat on the left side of the couch and | followed suit there on the middle cushion | gazed into his 
brown eyes and his round face: his skin, while a bit pale, had a slight kiss of an olive undertone to it. He had 
popped open his shirt collar so | could see his collar bones and the top of his chest. A thought crossed my 
mind to yank him by the shoulders and open up his shirt, but Mom was in the other room. 

"How was the drive?" was all | could of right then. 

"Good, good. Quick. It's two hours from my place to here, but | got here pretty hastily if | might say so 
myself" He pushed a piece of hair back from his shoulder: | eyed his collar bones again, and | pictured myself 
caressing them. 

"So Lars told me," he began, "when he heard you singing ‘America’ last week, he got an idea for a song for an 
album." 


"Oh really?" 


"Yeah, after your meeting him at our show, he said he'd consider about relaying it to James and Kirk, the 


singer and guitarist of his band. Frankie and Scott both think that he's-kinda into you." 


‘In what way?" He shifted his weight back from me and pulled his knees closer to him, and his feet closer to 


the bottom of the couch. 


‘In a way that kinda," he confessed, clearing his throat, "-makes me jealous.’ 


| was stunned. "Why would you feel jealous about him?" 
"Because he's an actual songwriter,” he answered. "l'm just some half Italian dude who sings." 
"Hey, now, you've got hell of a voice," | assured him. He showed me a nervous smile. 


"You think so?" He seemed a bit unsure of himself. 


"| know so~" 
We sat alone in the living room, while Mom was in the kitchen making dinner for us. But | kept my eyes on his 
neck and that little sliver of skin poking out at me. | licked my lips: it was the first time | ever even considered 


kissing a boy, much less him and even much lesser not on the mouth. 


"| should also add that Dave likes you, too," he continued as | moved in closer to his face and neck. 


"Yeah?" | attempted to touch his chest as | held my hand over the top button of his shirt: | have to admit | 


was in disbelief that he never made a pass on me that evening. 

(He didn't?!) 

"Yeah-" Although | do recall watching his chest rise and fall from my hand being there, it was such an odd 
moment | had put the two of us in. | wanted to touch him before Mom saw us, but in all honesty | had no idea 
what to do right then. Maybe | thought about it a bit too much, or maybe | gave my feelings too much 
attention. But either way | went for it. | pressed my fingertips onto that top button of his shirt and 
unfastened it right there before he could say anything else. 

| gazed into his eyes as his pupils dilated, or maybe | was just confusing his brown irises for his pupils, but 
either way, | had put my hand on him and now we stared at each other. | could feel the warmth rising in 
between us. He brought his lips closer to me; he closed his eyes part of the way. | anticipated it, and then 


Mom cleared her throat so as to grab our attention 


"What's this about?" she demanded, taking the both of us by surprise. | scrambled back and Joey straightened 
out his shirt collar to hide his skin 


"We were just-" | started. 

"speaking in code?" he finished for me, and he said it as if he asked a question. 
"Speaking in code?" she echoed, and she folded her arms over her chest. 

"yes," he answered, reluctant. 

"What were you talking about?" 

He glanced over at me and | felt my face grow warm. 

"Stuff." was all | could think of. 


"Stuff. What kind of stuff?" 


"Just-stuff in general," he filled me in with a slight shrug of the shoulders. She sighed and gave us a chuckle. 


"Anyways, dinner's ready. You kids might wanna wash your hands." She stepped back into the kitchenette, and 


Joey let out a long low whistle. 

"Man, that was close," he muttered under his breath. 
"Yeah, I'll say." 

"When we're alone," he advised me in a low voice. 


"Yeah, totally.” 


Full Turnmies and Butterfly Kisses 


Author's Notes: 
And so it goes, as Charlotte puts it OO 


Our dinner that night was a bit awkward given it was my first date with another person, and to have my mom 
there right with us at the table felt even more awkward. | swore the whole entire time, my face felt so warm 
to the touch, like | had eaten some kind of hot chili. It was a good thing that | wore such a low neckline on my 
shirt because keeping my hair back from my neck and shoulders wouldn't suffice enough. | sat there at the 
head of the table right next to Joey and across from her, and the whole entire time | regretted putting my 
hands on him. 


The mac and cheese was tasty, though, but not as tasty as the thought of Joey under and all around my 
tongue. | poked at the little hot dogs embedded in between the pieces of pasta and | wondered how he was liking 
it for himself. But | was a bit wary of asking him anything after what had happened in the living room. 

He seemed uncomfortable himself given he kept silent, fixated on the plate before him. | wanted us to be alone 
in my bedroom in particular, but then again, | wondered if the door would be closed once it was time to turn in 
for the night. | don't think any of us said anything to each other until | was part of the way done with my 
second helping and | started to feel full. | looked over at Joey and | noticed he slowed down in his eating of his 


second helping. 


"So, Joey," Mom began, scraping the top of the plate with the edge of her fork, "will you be staying overnight 


or driving back later on?" 

| almost gagged on my bite of macaroni and cheese when she said that. 

(And so it goes... 

"It's such a long drive back to-Queens, is it?" 

"Yeah," he replied once he swallowed a bite of pasta. 

"Why don't you spend the night here?" she suggested. 

"Moml" | declared, feeling my face grow warmer. 

"What? l'm just trying to make a place for him just in case of his feeling like it.” 


"Yeah, I'll stay here overnight," he said, taking a drink from his glass. "I might as well, | mean you both have 


been hospitable and more than kind to me. Question now is where should | sleep?" 
| had to stop myself from saying "my bedroom", and thus | replaced it with "how ‘bout the couch?" 


"Oh | see," he taunted, "you invite me over to your place for a bit of dinner and then you relegate me to the 


couch?" 
"We don't really have a guest room, though," Mom pointed out. 
"Ah, that makes sense now! Alright, to the couch it is." 


Indeed, once we cleared the table and assisted in cleaning the kitchen a bit, he took a seat on the couch with 
one of the Twinkies. | joined him and took the other one from the arm of the couch. When | peeled off the 
wrapper, he held out his Twinkie to me, in all of its golden spongy glory. 


"Here's to us," he told me in a low voice. 


"Here's to us," | echoed, tapping the edge of my Twinkie onto his as if giving a toast. We sank our teeth into 
the Twirkies at the same time. | watched him eat it up at slow pace; he closed his eyes once he swallowed the 


last bite. 
"My eyes were bigger than my stomach," he remarked, covering his mouth with the back of his hand. "Jeez" 


| had this thought cross my mind, one that convinced me that | had him right where | wanted him. In fact, 
when we went to bed that night, and | sank into my bed, | thought of him laying there on the couch, wearing 
nothing but his pants, and with a pillow underneath his head, and with a blanket covering his body. | imagined 
long black hair forming a blanket of sorts under his head over the pillow and his showing himself to me, with 
his hands pressed to his chest. 

It came to a point in which, after the lights went out throughout the apartment and when | knew Mom had 
fallen asleep, | couldn't bear it a second longer. | rolled out of bed and crept to my bedroom door. Using the 
ambient light of the lights outside, | crept out to the hallway and into the living room. Joey shifted his weight 
on the couch right as | approached him. 


"What are you doing here?" he whispered. 


"Would you like to sleep in my bed?" | offered him. Through the darkness, | could make out the faint outline of 
his head and shoulders against the arm of the couch. He remained there in silence and | knew that was too 


much to ask, too soon. That is, until he cleared his throat and sat upright there on the couch. 


"I thought you would never ask," he whispered. | watched him peel off the blanket and then climb off of the 
couch. | could see he wasn't wearing a shirt: | led him back to my bed. | crawled in first and then he followed 
suit with the extra blanket over my comforter. | lay on my back right next to him; he snuggled down under 


the covers, and | could tell my little twin bed was a bit too small for him. 


"Are you comfy?" | kindly asked him. 
"This almost feels like a kid's bed," he groaned. 
"It kind of is," | admitted. "This was always my bed" 


| felt him roll over onto his side: his face lingered right next to mine, so close that | could smell the 


peppermint on his breath from his borrowing Mom's toothpaste. 

"Make the bed and lay in it together, | see," he said. | rolled my head over the top of the pillow. 

‘I've got nipples on my titties as big as the head on your dick," | whispered into his face: in all honesty, that 
was all | could think of right then, and something inside the back of my mind said this was too much. But | was 
already in too deep, and even in the dim light, | could see him raise his eyebrows at me. 

"Oh, so we're gonna talk dirty right now?" he asked me. 

‘| mean-we are by ourselves at the moment," | pointed out to him. 

"True. But mind you, the door is open part of the way." 

"And?" 

"And? Your mama's right down the hall. She could probably hear us." 


We lay there in silence for a few seconds before he spoke again 


"But then again-" he cleared his throat. "-you wanna tell me how much your mama had your panties ironed 


out for you?" 


| lifted a hand to his chest. | could feel his eyelashes against my cheekbones as | moved my lips closer and 


closer to his. 


"Who said she ironed them for me, Daddy?" | breathed into his face before planting a kiss right onto his lips. | 
could feel his hand caress my lower back and then my hip. Our bodies pressed even closer together, so close 
in fact that | swear my girls had no room to breathe as the very feel of his chest tickled me and sent 
shivers down my spine right down to my toy box. It was the first time | ever made out with someone, such 


that | need not think of anything else other than my own cup of Joey. 


The Honey and Cheese Incident 


Author's Notes: 
Introducing a little slow burn to the land of Rockfic, and in turn playing with it. 
"Where'd the motherfucking cheese go at?" -Ween 


(Ghostwriter's note: Jade herself says all this took place at about the end of September 1990-must make note 
of that) 


| awoke the next morning to Joey's arms wrapped around me as if he was about to lose me: his hands pressed 
upon my back and part of his hair dangled over the side of my head. | had buried my face in his bare chest, 
and thus | awoke to warm flesh, so warm in fact that | recall a flushing feeling within my face. | could feel the 
room around us was cold but he kept me feeling warm, much warmer than other mornings when | would 
awake alone. | couldn't remember if we had sex or if we just made out the night before, but | did awake feeling 
much closer to him after our time together in my bed. | was positive that he was the one: he did come home 
with me, and he did meet my mom. It just felt so soon, especially when Tom lived down the street from us, 
and Lars and Dave not too far from me, either. But let's just say | was quite the confused person at the time, 


and yet | felt more than willing to let my cup of Joey see a little more of me. 


| kissed his neck and his collar, and a little smile crossed his face: | never noticed until then that he had these 
sweet little dimples in his cheeks, and | only wanted to kiss him some more at the sight of them. | knew he was 
awake: how long he was awake was another question. | ran my fingers through his coarse black hair and kissed 


him on the neck some more. He groaned inside of his throat as | nibbled on his skin 
"Are you gonna-" he grunted. "Are you gonna-do-do that now?" 


"Yes," | whispered to him in between nibbles. | closed my eyes as | heard him let out a soft moan. He never let 
go of me: it was almost like a little boy holding a teddy bear, albeit one giving him a hickey on the side of his 
neck. With each nibble of his skin, he let out a gentle moan until | finally couldn't take the noises for another 


second longer. | raised a finger onto his lips so as to silence him. 


"You want Mom to hear us?" | demanded in a hushed voice. He stared at me, stunned, his brown eyes wide and 


his dimples gone from sight. And then he shook his head. 


"Okay then" | kissed him on the lips to seal the deal between us. His skin was soft and plush, like caressing 
melted butter. | was sure of it: Joey was mine, and what better place than right there in my own bed. | kept 
the palm of my hand pressed upon the back of his head, and my fingers entwined throughout his black wavy 
locks of hair. | wanted to take it a step further than this with him, and | wanted him to be my first time, but 


| had such a small bed: | had no idea how that spindly frame would hold up to all of our gyrations. 


| didn't want him to leave, but rather to stay with me and Mom there in the apartment. There was no way | 
could leave Pennsylvania and head out for the very heart and soul of New York City, at least not at the time. | 
ran my hand down the curvature of his lower back and gave him another kiss on the lips: | just wanted to feel 
his silken skin again before breakfast. 

It was about eleven thirty when a knock on the door caught our attention: Joey finished up his second cup of 
coffee and | had finished cleaning up after breakfast at that point. | opened the door, and there stood Tom, 
dressed in a Ramones shirt and old, tattered black jeans, and smelling of chili and beans. 

“Morning, Tom," | greeted him. 

"Good morning-hey, Joey!" he pointed at Joey, who flashed him a wink and a thumbs up. 


"I hope this is not a bad time," he confessed, clasping his hands together. | glanced back at Joey, who took one 
final swig from his cup of coffee, and then | turned back around to shake my head at Tom. 


"Not at all," | assured him. 
‘lm slow cooking some chili right now and | was wondering if you guys would like some for yourselves." 
"Maybe later on," | answered with a shrug. 


"Oh yeah, of course-it's not even close to being finished. Dave and Charlie are both coming over later on-Lars 


says he might, but he's not holding his breath, though." 

"What time, do you reckon?" 

‘I'd say.. four thirty, five o'clock, thereabouts?" 

"We shall see you then," | vowed, stroking his shoulder. That gave me more time to spend with Joey there at 
the apartment. | kept close to him there at the kitchen table as we talked about music, namely the Beatles and 
hard rock from the Seventies: | was enthralled by his love for Rush and Journey in particular, especially when 
he talked about his wish to cover "Separate Ways" at some point in the future. 

"IF | still have my voice-namely my high registers—by the time l'm in my sixties, I'll cover the holy shit out of 
it. And you can quote me on that, too. Just-do me, well us actually, a solid and don't ask Scott and Dan to do 
‘Free Bird." 

| chuckled at that. 


Its true! The solos like that one alone are enough to make dudes like me utterly soaking wet at the seams." 


He gave his hair a toss back from his face before leaning over the table towards me. | eyed the hickey | had 


given him that morning, that little pinkish splotch on the side of his neck, right underneath his jawline. 
(Speaking of wet.) 

"You know, this here hurt," he bluntly told me, fingering the spot. 

"And?" 

"It was pretty-" He peered behind me to make sure we were the only ones in there at the moment. 
‘Its okay-Mom's not here right now," | assured him. 

"-it was pretty hot, to be honest" 

"Really?" 


"Hell to the yes." He ran his tongue over the top of his bottom lip as he gazed on at me with those deep 


brown eyes. 

"You said you're Italian?" | recalled 

"Yeah. I'm also Native American-on my mom's side." 
"So that'd explain why you're so cute." 


He showed me a big grin before he bowed his head: his bangs obscured his eyes and part of his dimples from 
my view. But then he raised his head again right as Mom walked into the apartment, and | dared not tell her 
what happened between the two of us. 
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Later that evening, since Mom had to run a few errands to the school, Joey and | decided to walk down the 
block together to Tom's cabin at the intersection | recognized Dave's flaming red hair on the porch once we 
came closer to the front steps. | spotted Margarita on the railing next to him: he flashed me a little smirk 


once we came closer to the cabin. 


To say the whole front of the cabin smelled lovely would be an understatement. | strode into the room with 
Joey right at my side and Margarita next to my ankles, and then | lay my purse on the top of the couch. | 
stepped into the kitchen where there was a large silver metal pot on the stove. The front door opened behind 


me again, and Joey turned around. 


"Charlie's here," he whispered to me, and without another word, he left the room to greet his bandmate. | 
stooped down to pet Margaritas head and she returned the favor with a loud purr. Someone clearing their 
throat right behind me brought me back to an upright position | turned to see Dave standing behind me 
cradling half a block of cheese in his hands. 


"Tom asked me for a bit of grated cheese," he said in a low voice. But the way he looked at me gave me a bit 


of that same spark that | felt when we crossed paths the first time. 

"Grated cheese-for the chili | assume?" | asked him, eyeing the jar of honey on the counter next to me. 
"Of course." The smirk never left his face. 

"You look like you wanna tell me something," he remarked. | shook my head. 

"You sure?" 

"Positive." 

"See, | don't think so." He lowered his hands down to his waist. 


"Tell me-what's on your mind right now? What's a secret you're afraid to share with Mr. Belladonna in the 


other room?" 


| took another glimpse at the jar of honey on the counter next to us. | nibbled on my bottom lip: it was the 
living room back at the apartment all over again, except | was the sole girl in the cabin at the moment. 


Granted, | still didn't know what to do, but at least | was in a different environment right then. 


‘| kinda wanna just take some of the aforementioned grated cheese and drizzle it over my body," | confessed to 


him. 


"IIl let you use some of my cheese," he whispered to me. | glanced down at his hand down by his crotch, as he 
held that small block of cheese, still wrapped in its packaging. | licked my lips, and | remembered Joey and 
Charlie were both in the next room: | had no idea about Tom, either. | gripped onto the edge of the counter, 
but | knew | could trust Dave with anything and everything. But he inched closer and closer to me, never taking 
his hands away from the crotch of his jeans. 


"Is there a reason why you're looking at me like that?" | demanded. 


"Well, let's just assume that there isn't," he retorted. He licked his lips: | glanced down again right as his fingers 
slithered over the wrapper of the block of cheese. 


"That's a big-brick," was all | could think of right then. 


"It's not that big," he assured me. He crouched down to one of the cupboards, opened it, and took out a cheese 
grater. | watched him grate some of that cheese-I believe it was Monterey Jack-right there on the smooth 
counter. He then turned around for the honey. He unscrewed the lid and took a peek inside. 


"Melted. Perfect" He raised his gaze at me, but never lifted his head 
"Take your top of 
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Reluctantly, | stripped off my blouse to show Dave my bra. He tipped the mouth of the jar over my chest. | 
closed my eyes as the warm honey spilled out onto my chest: | felt him sprinkle a bit of the cheese over me 


when footsteps stopped at the doorway of the kitchen 

"MO-THER-FUCKER!" Charlie shouted. | opened my eyes to see them gaping at us. 
"Hey, at least it wasn't sugar," Dave assure him, completely nonplussed 

"That was all of the fucking cheese, though!" Joey bellowed. "And-! mean-" 


To say he was at a loss for words would be an understatement. | stood there with the grated cheese and 
warm honey drizzled over my bare chest and my stomach: some of it dripped onto the floor, and | noticed 
Joey and Charlie both staring at the threads of honey trickling off of me and onto the linoleum floor. They 


were like a couple of teenage boys watching a girl undress, right before their very eyes. 


"Can-one of you boys be a dear and.. get me a towel?" | sweetly asked them. Joey and Charlie both nodded 
their heads before they darted out of the room in unison Dave turned back to me with a befuddled look upon 
his face. 

"Well, that was interesting," he remarked, setting the jar back on the counter so as to screw the lid back on 


the top. 


"Yeah, I'll say." Once Joey returned to me with a clean towel, and Dave had reached into the fridge for a can of 


beer, Charlie spoke again 


"Anyways, | was gonna tell you guys that Scott shaved his head" Dave almost gagged on his drink when he said 
that. | stopped wiping myself off to pay attention to him. 


"Why?" | demanded, shocked. 


"Losing his hair." 


"Oh, aww." 


"Yeah, so if you're in the Big Apple any time soon, and you see a skinny bald guy with thick caterpillar 
eyebrows, it's probably him." 


Once | had cleaned off the honey and cheese, Joey handed me my blouse. He motioned for me to lean in closer 


to him. 

"Would you like to come back to Queens with me?" he whispered to me. 

"Later on tonight?" | asked him. 

"If you want. | was thinking about next weekend, or whenever you want to, really." 

"Yeah, I'd love to." 

"Lemme go ask Tom for a pen and some paper so | can give you my number." Something told me | had made 


the right choice with Joey. | had indeed swooped in rather quickly but | trusted myself then, but when we got 
alone again | had to ask him why he brushed off the honey and cheese incident to the side like that. 


Tea Time 


Author's Notes: 
Joey and Lars. The dark princes of heavy metal. 


"Ruler\'s one thing, but come Brixton, 
Nobody stands in between me and my man, 
\'Cause it\'s me and Mr. Jones." 


-Amy Winehouse, "Me € Mr. Jones" 


October 4, 1990 (give or take) 


It would be about another couple of weeks before something happened that struck me from out of the blue 
once | had walked in through the front door of the apartment. It was a Thursday afternoon, and | had walked 
home with my classmate and new friend Christine Sherman, who sat to the left of me and Charlie in writing 
class. | dared not tell her about Joey and me at the moment, or the honey and cheese incident between Dave 
and me for that matter, but | made a promise to myself to do so once | grew comfortable with her. Christine, 
or Chris as she insisted going by, was this tall, slender young lady all the way from West Chester with short 
black hair that she oftentimes wore back from her face with a bright pink headband, and | remember she 


always dressed very casually but smart. 

She lived three doors up from me, in the house halfway between the complex and Tom's cabin. But she walked 
me to the front door, and once | walked inside, almost like clockwork, the phone there in the living room rang. 
Without hesitation, | dove onto the couch and picked up the receiver. 

"Hello?" 

"Hey, baby doll," his voice crackled over the other end. 

"Joey?" 

"Nooo, this is Frankie." 


| scoffed and rolled my eyes even though | knew he couldn't see me. | leaned over the arm of the couch so | 


could put my feet up onto the cushion. 
"What's up?" | asked him. 


"You know, next weekend is my birthday.’ 


"Oh, yeah, that's right! Happy early birthday, baby. | feel like | should get you something." 
"You can bring yourself," he said after clearing his throat. 
| raised my eyebrows. 

"Oh? Do you want me to-" 

"Yes" 

"Should |-2" 

"Please." 

"Please what? What was | going to say?" 

He paused on the other end. 

"Hm? How'd you know what | was gonna say?" 

"Uh." 

"Yog?" 

"Uh-er, erm." 


| burst out laughing and then twirled a lock of hair around my finger. 


"Should | wear something," | brought my voice down to a near whisper, "to leave you feeling hot and 


bothered?" 
Silence. Then- 
"Please," he begged into the mouthpiece: he sounded desperate. "God, please." 


"You sound hot and bothered right now." 


"Eh, I'm a little warm. | just pictured you in my shower and then cuddling up next to me in bed. It is chilly over 


here after all." 
"Baby, it's cold outside?" 


"Nah, we're a ways off before that happens. Still-l want you here with me." 


"This weekend?" | asked him. 

"If you're not doing anything, then by all means." 

| licked my lips and bowed my head towards the arm of the couch. 

| should also ask you," | began in a near whisper, "is there a reason why you and Charlie didn't stop Dave 
from pouring that honey and cheese over my chest a couple of weeks ago? | mean, you guys did wig out after 
all" 

"It was hot," he said in an almost husky voice. "It really was-l thought-you want to know the truth?" 

"Please." 

"| thought | was going to like-" 


"Yes?" 


"bust a nut. Charlie and me both. | was about thirty seconds from creaming my jeans. | like that you told us 


to leave the room ‘cause-" 
"You were gonna. 


"Yeah. And in fact-and you this from me, too-after we went back home, Charlie and | snuck back into my 


place and we jacked off together." 

"Y-You did?" 

"Yeah, we just came up here, closed the door, we took a seat here on my couch, and we just-we just did it 
together. | wanted Frankie to come over but Charlie was like ‘nah, man! Let's just let it be you and me! | was 
like okay, and then | said your name, and we both like ‘ohhh, yeah!" 

"That still doesn't answer my question, though," | pointed out. 

"Why we let Dave do the thing?" 


"Yeah." 


"Because he's Dave. | might freak out and get all defensive if it was someone else like James from Metallica, or 


better yet Tom. But he's Dave. | mean, | have seen how he looks at you and how he talks about you, too." 


"How he talks about me?" 


"Yeah. Makes me kinda jealous, too, because | want you so badly. Wait, did | said that out loud?" 

"You didl" | gasped. 

"Well, fuck me." He fetched up a sigh. "But yeah. When you came to our show that time-and he and | got 
together afterwards there in the dressing room, and we talked about you. | talked about how | felt kind of- 
close to you, to be honest. Remember when | suggested you singing ‘The Great Gig in the Sky'?" 

"Yes" 

‘| meant it. | totally meant it. | can think of a few songs | wanna hear you cover. | just-" 

"You just what?" | asked him, lifting my head. "You just what? Joey?" 

"Have you ever been.. oh bloody hell, how do | put this in terms you can understand." 

"Joey, I'm from Pennsylvania, living in the City of Brotherly Love. | have questioned myself numerous times, 
more often than not by myself because | didn't have anyone else. I'm sure whatever you want to ask me won't 
throw me off onto my ass." 


"Have you ever been sexually attracted to some form of sensory input? Like a song or a piece of music?" 
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"Yes. Yes, | have actually. Songs that make you wanna make love to someone, or the song itself-" And then | 


realized what he was saying right then 
"Oh," | breathed into the mouthpiece. 

"Yeah—" 

"Oh, Joey" 

"You want me to come get you tomorrow night after school?" 


"God, please." 
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The next day before class, | decided to tell Chris about him, but | kept Dave out of the topic. We sat there in 
the hallway outside of the classroom and | spoke in a quiet voice because | knew that man Jeremiah was to 


enter the room at any given moment. 


"He is literally the biggest cutie," | was saying to her. "He gets all bashful and sweet when I'm in the same 
room. And he's got these sweet little dimples when he smiles, and | always feel like he's trying to protect me." 
That said, | couldn't remove his and Charlie's gaping faces pointed at me there in Tom's kitchen He wanted me 


for himself and yet, he was more than willing to have Dave be a part of a potential threesome between us. 


"Well, | hope you guys have a little fun this weekend," she said with a lowering of her glasses followed by a 
wink. | thought of Dave being there when she clutched at herself. | turned and pursed my lips together once | 
realized Jeremiah had entered the corridor, with that steely look upon his face never wavering. | cowered back 
towards her to keep out of his sight, but it was futile: he had already laid his eyes onto me and | felt about 


the size of an ant from his mere presence. 


Indeed, that day seemed to stretch on forever, and his occasional side glances over to me made the time move 
at a snail's pace. But once my last class had been dismissed, | made my way back home just in time to gather 
my things, grab a quick bite to eat, and then meet up with Joey there at the front door. He drove me back to 
Queens in his little faded red car, which had a pair of eagle feathers dangling off of the rear view mirror and 
a faded sticker of a light purple Belladonna flower in the back window. 


His car was warm and dry from the incoming autumnal rain that evening throughout New Jersey: at one point 
during the drive, he lay his arm around my shoulder to pull me in closer to the side of his chest. It really did 
feel like he was protecting me, keeping his hand on the side of my head and then on my shoulder. | was eager 
to cuddle with him in his bed as the lights glittering the outskirts of Newark emerged from the burgeoning 
darkness: New York City itself soon followed thereafter. 


It had been so long since | was able to travel to the Big Apple, and each time my parents and | embarked on 
that day trip, it always felt like a homecoming of sorts. The rain began to fall upon our heads as we turned 
onto the Long Island Expressway, which crossed the East River and then headed right for the heart and soul 
of Queens. Taillights reflecting taillights on the wet pavement all around us, it felt as though the two of us 


were a pair of thieves, about ready to go under cover before disappearing into the night. 


We soon found ourselves in a cozy little neighborhood near the cemetery filled with nondescript apartment 
complexes of brick and gray shingles: all of the lights near the upper levels had either dimmed out or had gone 
black with the incoming night. Joey took a spot across the street from a low three story building of pale, clean 
brick and a partially collapsed front step. He guided me across the dark puddles covering the wet street up to 
the front door, and then to the shabby elevator: the whole entire time he never lifted his arm from my 
shoulders, that is until we reached his doorstep at the far end of the corridor extending away from the 
elevator. He reached into his pocket for his house keys, and then unlocked the door, and gestured for me to 
step in first. 


"Why thank you," | told him. 


| have to be a gentleman, m'lady," he insisted. He lived in a small but quite cozy flat with one of those 
kitchenettes that blended into a small space of a living room: to think he and Charlie jacked off together right 


on that lumpy gray couch. Behind that was his room and then a closet and a bathroom. | set down my purse 


and my overnight bag on the couch, and turned to him right as he reached for a bottle of beer from his 
small fridge. 


"Welcome to my humble abode," he declared, prying the cap off of the bottle. "It's not much, but you know: it's 


just me living here." 


At about seven o'clock, and right as | had considered changing my clothes into something sexy and asking him 
for a bit of dinner, Joey fell asleep on the couch, thus leaving me alone there in the apartment. | thought 

about waking him up because we had done all of that driving and after the night before, | was in a mood for 
trouble. But on the other hand, | needed to give him a moment. He did just drive to and fro through a dense 


metropolitan area just to come get me. 

| kept in mind about the buzzer downstairs as | buttoned up my jacket and slung my bag over my shoulder: | 
had some money but not a lot. The rain fell even harder onto my head as | headed out to the street in search 
of some kind of cafe or bistro for some dinner. | wondered what to bring home to him as a small, bright lit 
coffeehouse caught my eye there at the end of the block. | peeked into the window and recognized that 
smooth brown hair accompanied with those feathery bangs, all over a pallid moonlike profile. | hustled into the 
coffeehouse to join him. 

| tapped on his shoulder and he turned to see me. His little apple cheeks filled out with the sweet smile. 

| was not expecting to see you here," he asserted, giving his hair a slight flick. 

| say the same to you," | retorted. Lars gestured for me to have a seat across from him, and | abided. | 
spotted the little white mug on the table top next to his hand, and the string ended with a square tab strung 
over the edge. 

"Tea time," he prompted, nodding to the mug. 

| see. Do you know if they have anything to eat here?" 


"They do, as a matter of fact. l'm waiting for my sandwich as we speak It is affordable here, and so you don't 


really have to worry about all things monetary." 


"Good to know." | noticed him licking his lips and his folding his arms over the edge of the table. He had no ring 
on his left finger. 


"You know-what was your name again? Joanne?" 
"Jade." 


"Jade, that was it! Like the stone. Erm-you know | went-l went through a divorce recently. It's not final as of 


yet, but as of right now, | am indeed a free man" 


"Right." 
"Do you know what | am about to ask you?" He leaned in closer to me, and | returned the favor. 
"l'm afraid | don't." 


"Do you wanna-do something together? That is, if you are free," he offered me. | wanted to tell Lars that | 
was with Joey, and yet he had been so kind to me, and yet | knew he was hurting. | flashed back on what Joey 
had told me, and | wondered how he would react to Lars. They did love him after all: Lars did strike me as a 
spokesman of the kind, the man everyone knew about and gave their thanks to at a moment's notice. But there 
was Joey, the one whom | brought home and spent the night with, and the one whom | felt positive about with 


me in the wake of everything | had experienced. He even said he liked me; | was sure of my choice in him. 


But here was this beautiful fellow right in front of me, with his plump little face and silken hair. Was it his 
eyes, or the way in which he carried himself were questions that baffled me. But one thing stayed for certain, 


and that was | couldn't say no to those hypnotic green eyes. 

"I would love to," | said. "What did you have in mind?" 

He licked his lips again, and then he picked the teabag out of the mug. 

"What say you and |-once we are done here, mind you." He dipped the teabag a few times into the mug before 
holding it over the spoon there next to his elbow. "We take a little trip down to Rockaway Beach? Just you and 
me. | will take you back to wherever it is that you are staying. | promise." 

| had no idea if he referred to his own car or a cab, but again, | couldn't resist him and his Danish charm. 

"| would love to," | repeated. 

"And | want you to know that | am not doing this because | am lonely. | mean, | am a little, but that is not my 


full reason. | want to know more about the Voice-and here comes my sandwich. I'll let you have a bite if you 


want." 


The Danish Invade 


Author's Notes: 

Danish words: 

"jeg er ensom'-"! am lonely" 

"Kun hvis du holder mig'-"only if you hold me" 
"hold mig og elsk mig"-"hold me and love me" 


"Behage"-"please" 


October 5, 1990 (again, give or take) 


Lars picked up his sandwich and began to eat it at a slow, steady pace, and with the occasional glimpse up at 
me. The way he sank his teeth into the crispy sourdough and held a hand before his mouth out of good 
manners, and then he offered me a bite-so kind! Every so often, he took a sip of tea and locked eyes on me. 
Once | asked for some coffee and a scone, | caught him looking at my chest. A glimpse so fleeting, and yet my 
teenaged brain knew it when she saw it. | felt unsure if it was from the fact that he had his head bowed so 
as to emphasize his brow and his green eyes, or the fact he seemed to relish in his food a bit too much, but 
a voice in the back of my mind told me | was being seduced. The move was nothing like Jeremiah and his icy 


gaze, but rather like that of a young man trying to look inside of me without actually saying anything. 


| thought about Joey back at his place down the block, and | considered getting him something as | made my 
way to the counter, but then again, there was Lars and his offer to have a moment alone with me at the 
beach. My lips were sealed from that moment onward: Lars need not know about Joey, and Joey need not know 
about Lars. As | ate up my scone and sipped my coffee, | watched the rain fall on the glass window next to us. 
Out of the corner of my eye, | spotted a silhouette striding up the street, but | knew there was no way it 
could be Joey given the hair appeared far too short. 


The two of us continued to sit in silence, silence apart from the low chatter from the handful of patrons 
congregated on the other side of the room. Once he took one final sip of his tea, he picked up the other half of 
his sandwich, but hesitated with his eyes fixated upon me. 


“There has only been one other person," he started, leaning in closer to me, "wherein | felt comfortable sitting 
in total silence, where we didn't have to-you know, speak to one another about.. whatever. The one person for 


me to do just that is James. The other is-" 
"Me?" | followed his logic. He pursed his lips together before he took a rather large bite of sandwich. | tried to 
keep my eyes pointed out of the window but every movement he made brought me to look at him again but 


through my periphery. 


At one point, | watched him wipe his mouth with a napkin and then | heard him clear his throat. 


"Shall we take a little walk about that beach the Ramones once sang about?" he asked me. 

"IFs raining, though," | pointed out. 

"I will keep you warm," he added, climbing to his feet and picking up his coat slung over the top of the chair. He 
put his coat on, and | followed suit with my own: once | put my purse over my shoulder, he gestured for me 
to follow him out to the chilly, rain drenched night. He raised his arm to catch a cab, and then we climbed into 
the warm, dry interior en route to Rockaway Beach. We remained in silence still all the way through the 
streets of Queens until the lights parted ways to behold the black ocean waters. He paid the fare before we 
climbed out to the night. 


Lars led me to a walkway lining the sands of Rockaway Beach, and then we walked side by side with the sea 


spray to our left and our hoods pulled over our heads. 
"Did you get enough to eat?" | asked him. 


"| did" he declared, taking a hand out of his pocket to set on his belly. "| might have a little more when | 


return to my hotel room, but | am good for now." 

He slipped his hand back into his pocket. 

"So | am told that you are an actress in the making," he began over the roar of the ocean, 
"Indeed | am!" | prompted. 

"Are you thinking of doing movies?" 

"Just plays and stuff on a regular stage at the moment." 

"So Broadway, theatrical sort of things." 

"Exactly." 

"Where'd you learn to sing?" 

"Just on my own. I'd listen to music and sing with it" 

If you are ever in a big name musical, you should invite me," he requested, leaning his head closer to me. 
"Will do. You and your whole band" 


"Have to invite Joey and Anthrax, too." 


"Well, of course!" | knew that for a fact, that | would have Joey and the boys front row center before the 
stage should | ever achieve the dream and the glory of standing there on the touring Broadway stage. We fell 
silent again, but this time for a brief moment as we approached a boat house near the edge of the harbor. It 
was a wooden shack with an awning big enough just for the two of us as we boarded the sturdy deck, 
illuminated by pallid yellow floodlights lining the gutters: hefty breakers crashed down on the beach on the 


other side of the shack, and thus we were protected 

Once we were in a dry spot, Lars tugged the hood off to reveal his smooth hair on the crown of his head and 
the opaque skin on his face. He gazed on at me with those eyes, as clear as daybreak and so green that it 
made me think | was breathing in a bit of Copenhagen He rubbed the tip of his nose with two fingertips before 


turning around to examine the darkness behind us. | brought my face closer to his shoulder so as to follow his 


gaze but | had no idea what he looked at. 

A bit of cool sea spray spread over the wooden railing before us: | bowed back a bit but he seemed unfazed 
by it. In the pale yellow light, | made out tiny droplets of rain clinging onto strands of his soft brown hair. | 
returned to the side of his face, but this time to look right at him. 

"Jeg er ensom," he sighed in a voice so soft, | swore it flowed in with the winds from the ocean. 

"Come again?" | asked him. 

But he never replied, only bowed his head towards the railing. Although shadow covered his face part of the 
way, | watched him knit his eyebrows together and close his eyes. His bottom lip trembled. Over the roar of 
the rainstorm, his breathing quickened, and then he brought a hand to his face. | felt sorry for him, and | 
wished that | could do something to alleviate the pain of separation All | had was my own tale from the 
outside. 

"My parents divorced not long ago," | began. 

"They did?" he sniffled, lifting his head. 

"Yeah, when | was in middle school. My dad took it pretty hard, too." 

He turned towards me: shadow covered part of his face. "What happened?" 

"| don't know," | confessed, shrugging. My mom just got alone with him and told him it was over between the 
two of them. | stayed with him because | had school to tend to and because he's a recovering heroin addict. | 
was afraid that if | left with my mom to Philadelphia then, | could've lost him." 

"Heroin," he stated. 


"Yeah, heroin and the occasional dabble in cocaine, too." 


Lars sniffled again and a tear streaked down from his eye. 

"Two of the worst things in the world," he said, "but who am | to judge." 

| was stunned as he stared on at me with bloodshot eyes and tear stains down his chubby cheeks. 
"You did-?" 


He nodded. "Cocaine, yeah. Just for a bit but it was enough. Why do you think | have a little meat that can be 
pinched off of my body?" 


‘Oh my God, | had no idea 
"You didn't know," he told me, shaking his head, "and that's alright." 
"And besides, it's not really anyone's business, either," | added. 


"Fucking.. THANK YOU!" he yelped, his voice echoing over the incoming high tides. He then turned to me with a 


pained expression on his face. 
"Forgive me, Jade," he wept over the white noise. "Please, I-" 
"No, no, its okay," | assured him. 


"No. | brought you here so we could be in a remote place but l'm a mess. l'm a focking mess and a joke of a 

human being. | mean, look at me. Look at me! I'm a pretty boy who brought a young lady to a beach when it's 
pouring rain. | am supposed to be slim and fit from the neck down but I'm starting to get fat. God-those kids 
in Darish school were right. | really am too fat and fucked up to love, and it's written all over my face. My 


fat, ugly face with like five chins." 
He brushed away a couple more tears. 


"| just want someone to love me, and not like how my parents or my grandparents love me," he confessed. "But 


actually love me for everything that | am, from my ambition to the bones in my body." 


| ached to tell him about Joey and me, but he stood there in his little dark coat and with the throes of 
divorce written all over his face. And he was such a mystery to me at that, too. | couldn't help myself: | 
threw my arms around his body to hold him. His body relaxed as | brought a hand to the back of his head. His 
hair was soft and smooth, and smelled faintly of soap, as if he had just climbed out of the shower. Even 
though | held him, he hung there before my chest like a broken marionette. 


"Come closer to me," | whispered into his ear. "Hold me." 


"Kun hvis du holder mig," he wept, and | felt him sliding his hand down my lower back. He pulled himself in 
closer to me: even from underneath his coat, | could feel his softness. Joey had this protective feeling to his 
body, in the way he held me and put his arm around me, but Lars was different. It was like holding a slim little 
teddy bear as he buried his face in my chest. | stroked his hair as | cradled him in my arms. 


And then he lifted his head to better look at me with that bright pink stripe across his eyes. 

"No," he pleaded, closing his eyes. 

"What?" 

"No," he repeated. "No, no, no. l-1 cannot. | cannot do it like this." 

"What do you mean?" 

"| can't drag you into my broken heart like this, Jade. Please-behage, behage, forgive me" 

| stroked the back of his head some more as | peered right into those fresh green irises. It crossed my mind 
as fast as it came, and thus | decided not to do it. | clasped my hands to the sides of his face and stroked his 
skin with the pads of my thumbs. | scanned those soft looking cherry lips and the thought emerged yet again 


No, | thought to myself, | have a hot boyfriend now. | can't do this to him. 


Lars closed his eyes as | gave his skin another loving stroke, this time with the backs of my knuckles. Slightly 
plump, lovely little Danish drummer boy with his heart torn right out of his chest, as such that only the 
softest of love could heal the sting. But | would have to explore myself a bit more to make an advance. Instead 
| stroked his face some more, and then | put my arm around him. We walked in silence off of the beach and 
back to the street for a cab back to the coffeehouse. Once he rode off, | walked back to Joey's place alone in 
the rain, knowing that the Danish had invaded. 


Scott and The Doorman Know All 


| pushed the button on the panel next to the front door so as to ring the buzzer, and | hoped Joey had woken 
up at that point because the rain had picked up in intensity. | bowed my head to shield my eyes from the 
splatter on the bricks before me. | just wanted to run back up to his apartment and then cuddle underneath 
the covers of his bed with him holding me in his arms. 


But | was met with silence, silence save for the rain all around me. | thought about standing back and yelling up 
to his window but | had no idea if he would hear me or not. 


| rang the buzzer once again, and then waited again Nothing. 


| felt my throat tighten up. | began to wonder if Joey was even home, but all | knew was | needed to feel warm 
again. | glanced all around me, up and down the block for a sign of anything, any sign to give me a clue on 
where to go next. But it was futile: | was a teenager lost in the city, with no means of communication and | 
had forgotten to ask Lars for his phone number, so | couldn't run down the block to the pay phones to ring 
him up. | rang again, only to be met with even more silence. 


"Joey, please," | begged, ringing the buzzer again, this time for a bit longer. Nothing. Not even a sign from a 
doorman of any kind inside of the building. | tugged on the doorknob in hopes to open the front door. Again, 
nothing. 


"Joey." | whimpered, ringing the buzzer a fourth time. Tears welled up on the edges of my eyes, and once | 
gave it a fifth ring, and | was again met with nothing, | began to weep. | wheeled around and strode down the 
sidewalk. | kept my head low to keep the rain water out of my face, but the tears made the whole action 
pointless. | wiped my right eye with the side of my hand, and | reached the corner of the block. | thought 
about crossing the side street and just proceeding to walk on even further into the night. | longed for Joey's 
touch-| even longed to have Lars in my arms again. Just so long as they kept me warm and dry, | wanted 


them with me again. 


| had this odd shudder inside of me, and a thought crossed my mind that | had dug my own grave. | was going 
to die on the streets of New York City and not only was it my fault, but no one would know about it. 


(Ghostwriter has to stop what she was doing just to think about that for a second) 


| sniffled as | struggled to stay warm inside of my coat. | was about to cross the street when | heard a voice 


from across the block. 
"Jade!" 


| looked around but saw an empty street all around me and an inky black sky overhead. 


"Jade!" the voice called again. | wiped the tears and the rain water from my eyes, and | spotted two silhouettes 
running towards me from across the corner. | stood still there on the sidewalk: in the dim light, | recognized 
Scott's thick black eyebrows approaching me from underneath his umbrella There was someone else next to 


him, someone shorter and with a little mop atop his head. 
"Jade," Scott repeated, "whatre you doing out here, babe?" 

"Are you alright?" Dan asked me over the monotone of the rain 

"II" | could hardly speak. | cried even more. | had bailed on my boyfriend and | left another boy hanging 


"Come on, babe," Scott coaxed, putting his arm around me; he put the umbrella over my head to shield me 
from the rain. Dan bowed his head and hunched his shoulders to protect himself from the falling rain. They 
guided me to the double front doors of the apartment building across the street, where we were met with 
the doorman, an older gentleman with silvery hair poking out from underneath his navy blue cap, as he held 


the door for us. 


"Thanks, Arthur," said Dan as we ducked inside of the front lobby of the building. Scott closed the umbrella and 
shook it before he stepped all the way into the building. Meanwhile, Dan put his arm around me even as he 
pressed the button for the elevator. Scott adjusted the dark baseball cap on his head as he joined the two of 


us. 


"So what were you doing out there?" he asked me. | paused as Dan turned to me: | had made a promise to 
myself not to speak about my feelings for Lars given Joey was so close. | feared that if | told the truth about 
the two of us to the two of them, and our little stroll along Rockaway Beach, the game of telephone would do 
its thing resulting in me losing Joey. | swallow as | tried to think of a reason when Dan reached over to me and 


brushed off a bit of rain water on my shoulder. | yanked off my hood so they could better hear me. 


| wanted something to eat," | confessed, trying to fight off the tears, "and Joey had fallen asleep on the 


couch, and | didn't feel like waking him up so | went out alone." 


"And so you got locked out," Scott followed along as the elevator doors opened for us. The three of us 
congregated inside: Dan never took his arm off of me as we clustered against the rail and headed up to the 


third floor. 

| was hoping-" | sniffled and sighed in hopes of catching my breath. "-that the buzzer would wake him up." 
"Nah, he's a pretty heavy sleeper," Scott assured me. "One time, about five years ago when he first joined us, 
we were up in Ithaca, and it was like this time of year, in the autumn, and this big Nor‘easter came in. He fell 
asleep right as the winds started to howl and neither Danny, nor Frankie, nor | could sleep that night from all 


of the ruckus outside. But Joey-yeah, wouldn't you agree, Danny?" 


"Oh, he was out like a light that night," Dan added. "I don't think he even stirred. And Charlie slept fitfully if | 


recall correctly." 

"Yeah, he did. He and Frankie were sleeping head to toe on this big lumpy couch on one side of the room, too, 
so he kept kicking him in the face. And that was the night-we and Metallica made those paper plate masks, or 
was that another time?" 

"I think that was another time, ‘cause Metallica was still far off when Joey stepped up to the microphone for 


us. | do know that was the night the power went out and you and | couldn't take it anymore so we stood 


around the fireplace." 
"Did you sing Kumbaya?" | asked them. 


"Nah," said Scott as the elevator jolted to a stop. "We tried to come up with ghost stories, but nothing. Then 
again if we had marshmallows, and if Joey woke up, we probably would. Although-" 


"Frankie hummed a Dylan song, though," Dan recalled. 

"Yeah! He hummed-er, ‘Tombstone Blues’, | think. That or ‘Highway bl', or ‘Hurricane’, one of those three." 
"Methinks Scott doth know all," | declared as we padded into the warm, bright hallway. 

"I try my best," he said with a shrug, "if there's anyone who knows all, it's Arthur, our doorman’ 

He reached into his coat pocket for his key and that was when Dan let go of me. Scott unlocked the door of 
his apartment, and beckoned me inside first. Another small flat, but with much more stuff inside given Scott 
was a guitarist whereas Joey was the singer. | set my bag down on the kitchen counter, and then took off my 
coat, and hung it up on the hook next to the door. Dan gave his hair a toss while Scott stripped off his cap to 
rub his big bald head. 

"Danny and | were about to get something to eat for ourselves," he began, putting his cap back on 


"And you saw me," | finished. 


"We heard you, actually," Dan corrected. "We were standing at the doorstep when | heard this woman crying. 


Arthur pointed you out." 


"IIl call Joey and tell him you're here," Scott told me, ambling around the small tweedy love seat to the phone 


on the desk; "if nothing, I'll leave a message." 


| took a seat there on the couch as he made the call and Dan stood next to the arm of the couch to keep me 
company. | started to think about Lars and where he had run off to that night. | hoped he keep his promise 
that he had something else to eat by the time he had returned to his place, wherever he stayed at. | couldn't 


shake the feel of his softness pressed up against me, away from the raging ocean. Joey wanted to protect me, 


but Lars needed protecting. 
Scott soon hung up the phone and returned to the arm of the couch. 


"If he wakes up and comes over here, he'll ring the buzzer," he told me, "and since Danny and | are going a few 
blocks from here, you don't have to worry about locking the deadbolt-" He pointed back at the door. "like you 


can just lock the knob before you go downstairs to meet up with him, and then you can go back with him." 


"Okay," | said with a sigh of relief and a lean back against the firm cushions. 
"| don't really have anything here to eat," he confessed, fiddling with his cap once again, "I have to make a 
shopping trip here in the next day or so, but I've got some hot chocolate in the cupboard if you'd like some." 


"Eh, no thank you," | told him, remembering the cup of coffee | had had with Lars earlier, "but that's too kind 
of you, though." 


Scott and Dan both gave me a hug before they left the apartment, in turn leaving me alone to my own 
thoughts. To think | was that close to walking the streets by myself, and after giving Lars a big fat embrace. | 
pictured Joey laying on his side on the couch back at his place, his round face soft with sleep and stray 
tendrils of his kinky coarse black hair strewn over his face and neck. How | wanted to snuggle up next to him 


again, and to have his arms around me. 


But then there was Lars and his own barrel of softness. He talked about having a little extra on his body, and | 
felt it. | felt the flesh underneath his clothes, in such that he struck me as gentle, even delicate. 


| leaned my head against the top of the back cushion and closed my eyes. | tried to imagine what was under 
Lars‘ clothes: | pictured it over and over until my fingers itched to caress him down. Slipping my hands under 
the bottom of his shirt and feeling that warm skin was something | didn't even know | wanted. 

| opened my eyes to stare up at the ceiling tiles. | was alone, and | had no idea when Joey would wake up and 


see that blinking light on his machine. 


All through high school | had questioned my sexuality and ruminated over it, but it never crossed my mind 
until then when | realized it wasn't often times | touched myself. The honey and cheese incident came close, 
but Dave's hair in and of itself was enough to sear right through me. | had school to focus on, and | had to 
keep my dad from killed himself after he and my mom split up. But here, | was presented with an opportunity. | 


was all alone and with nothing else to do than to explore myself. 


| had Joey's sleeping face and Lars' plush body both in mind as | unbuttoned my jeans and stuck my hands 
down my underwear. My fingers stroked over my skin to where it tickled. It tickled so much my toes curled. | 
made a long low whistle as | traded between the images of Lars and Joey inside of my mind. | knew what he 
talked about now when he and Charlie did it at his place, and it burned through me like a growing, burgeoning 


flame from between my legs and upward. 


"Oh-Oh, God-" 


| was interrupted by the blare of the buzzer. | gasped as | took my hand out of my pants, but | still used my 


free hand to answer it. 
"Yes?" | choked out. 
"Its me, baby doll," he breathed into the speaker. 


"Okay, I'm coming," | answered, trying to catch my breath and feeling my face flush. | zipped up my jeans and 
reached for my coat, and then my purse. | locked the doorknob before leaving Scotts apartment and returning 
to the elevator. | clung to the rail as it shifted down the shaft to the front lobby. | pushed some of my hair 


back from my neck and the collar of my coat to remove some of the heat from my neck. 


| pushed out of the elevator into the lobby, and the sight of Joey stood hunched underneath the awning over 
the front door. | hustled past the doorman to meet up with him: cold night air kissed my warm face. He flicked 
his hair back from his face so | could better look into those big brown eyes. 


"Come home, honey pie," he beckoned me. 


‘Only if you come home with me," | retorted, and | leaned into his dark face for a kiss on his lips. He rested his 
hands on my hips to bring me in closer. | didn't care if we were in the way for a moment, because | slid into it 
deep at that point. | had something for both Lars and Dave, but Joey was the man for me. And it all came 
from the fact | had a kiss in the rain with him, and with Arthur the doorman watching us all the while. 


Jade, Black Opal, and Silver 


Author's Notes: 

"Bad dreams in the night, 

They told me | was going to lose the fight. 

Leave behind my wuthering, wuthering 

Wuthering Heights." 

-Kate Bush, "Wuthering Heights" (happy birthday Kate and Emily Bronte, author of Wuthering Heights, a huge 
inspiration behind this fic) 


By the time Joey had taken me back to his apartment, it was already almost nine o'clock at night. He kept his 
arm around me the whole walk back to his building across the street: the rain was persistent in its falling over 
our heads and thus we hustled over the pitch black pavement to the front door. Once he unlocked it, he held 
the door for me first. | shivered from the cold rain and the sudden blast of warm air from the vent 


overhead. Joey pressed the button on the elevator first and then he put his arm around me once again. 


| felt him lay the side of his face on top of my head. Before either of us could say anything, there was a 
rumble before us, followed by the lights flickering and extinguishing into total darkness. 


"Well, fuck," he said aloud. 
"At least we weren't in the elevator," | pointed out. 
"True. But all of those stairs, though..." 


He held my hand as he guided me up the grated metal stairs, all inside of that dark column, all the way up To 
his floor. It reminded me of The Phantom of the Opera, with this dark prince with the soaring voice leading me 
to his hideout at the top of the tower and all the while, the sole light came from the faint ambient lighting 


from the city far away outside. Joey soon pushed open a door, and we found ourselves on his floor. 


He guided me back to his apartment, where we found a pair of flashlights before we lit up a few candles on 
the coffee table. Once the front room was bathed in the warm amber glow of the candlelight, Joey leaned back 
against the couch cushion and set his arms up on the top. The rain pattered even harder on the rooftop 


overhead; | lingered there on the other end for a moment before he beckoned me to come closer to him. 
Reluctant, | shifted closer to his side but | hung there: | didn't know what to do right then. 


"Come on.. you and | were actually in bed with each other at one point," he insisted. | swallowed, but | knew | 
had to keep Lars a secret, whether or not we kissed one another. | nestled close to him, and he wrapped his 


arm around me. His slender body was warm and comforting there right next to me: he lay his head against 


the crown of mine to make things even more comfy. 
"So where did you go?" 


A question | was afraid of. My lips were sealed, but he had already shown interest. | swallowed again as | 
thought of an answer to give him. 


‘|-went down to a little cafe, down the block, for a-cup of coffee," | said. 
"Why didn't you wake me up? | would've taken you out to dinner. | was actually thinking of asking you but then 
| just dozed off" 


"I didn't want to wake you, though. You had been driving and | just wanted you to rest" 


"| also came off of a good sized tour, too. Okay, | see your point. And your intent, and also your kindness. But | 
can't help but feel like-there's something else here, because | feel asleep at like seven and | woke up not even 
ten minutes ago. It's like there's something missing. You ever get that feeling? That something is a little.. off, 


Id say?" 

"Yeah." my voice trailed off | had no idea what he was getting at here but regardless, | rolled with it 
"Something is off here." He then snapped his fingers. "Ohl | know what is’ 

"You do?” 

"Did you get lost?" he asked me. 

"l did. Yes" 


"Happened to me, too, when | first moved here from Oswego. | still get turned around from time to time. But 


something else is still missing, though.. oh!" 


He threw himself onto his feet, and rounded the side of the couch, and into the darkness. | heard him 
rummaging through something, and all the while, | kept picturing Lars in front of me. | itched to touch him 
again, to hold him, and no matter what he said, to alleviate his loneliness. He needed me, even though | knew he 
wouldn't admit to it. He needed me more than Joey needed me. | felt that tingling sensation between my legs 


once again, but his time | had no clue how he would react to me touching myself in front of him, and on his 


couch at that. 
"Jade," he called me from the back of the apartment. | stood up from the couch and turned to face him there 
in the darkness. The glow from the candles washed over his face and his kinky black hair, making him look 


ancient. 


"Turn around-l've got something for you." 


| spun around so my back faced him and held still. He draped something around my neck, and then he lifted up 
my hair. | waited until he closed the lobster claw at the back of my neck before | touched the smooth stone 
resting upon my skin | passed him into the bathroom to check myself out in the mirror: in the dim light, | 
could see he had given me a necklace of silver beads and tiny black opals surrounding a fan shaped pendant of 
blue-green jade. 

"Oh my God," | gasped, as the opals glimmered and the jade glowed in the soft light, "Joey, this is beautiful." 

"I got this for you the other night after we talked on the phone. | chose it because-well, look at it" 

| turned to see him looming in the doorway of the bathroom. 

"| will be buried with this necklace," | vowed, inching closer to him. 

"Come here-" he whispered; | lingered before his face, dark and shadowy by the candlelight at his back. | 
touched his face before leaning in with a light kiss on his lips. | followed it up with another one, a firmer one 
that time. He sighed through his nose, and then | put my arms around his svelte waist. Joey leaned back 
against the side of the door frame. | pushed myself against his chest as our lips locked; | raised my knee up to 
his hip. | let my hands creep over his chest, and | unbuttoned his shirt. | caressed down his chest, followed by 
his flat stomach. His fingers slid up the sides of my neck to the roots of my hair. Soon | did the same for his 
coarse black tendrils. 

Joey slid down to the floor and lay onto his side. | followed suit, but then he pushed me back. 

"Nope, nope, nope, nope,” he gasped, "on top." 

"On top?" 

"Yeah. Here-" 

| heard him unfasten his jeans: in the dim light, | could see him peeling them off of his legs. 

(Ghostwriter looks around to make sure no one's overhearing) 

Next thing | knew, he took me by the hand. 

"Are you wet?" he asked. 


"Not yet." 


"IFs alright-I've got you covered. Take off your pants and your panties." | did just that and, once | was exposed, 
| felt him stroke me in between the legs. | gasped at the sensation, but | knew he was doing. 


"You like that?" he quipped. 


‘Oh my fuck-" | huffed: | felt his fingertips go inside a bit, which in turn made my heart race inside of my 


chest. His incessant stroking brought the tingling sensation to a damp feeling. 
"There we go-" he almost choked. "Okay, now-just—just have a seat and follow my lead 


Something slipped in, right inside of me. My heart raced even more from then on. | felt my hips gyrating over 
him. 


"Atta girl," he sputtered, "just walk the dog. Walk the dog. Walk the dog and take him to the river." | ground my 
hips over him over and over again until | felt myself climbing higher and higher. The coffee and the scone | 
had had earlier seemed to have done something for me because it was reaching a point in which | thought my 


heart would pulsate right out of my chest. | opened my mouth and a low moan emerged out. 

"Yeah, there you go! Ohhh man, ohhhh my God-fucking.. that necklace." 

‘Ils that-" 

| peered down at the pendant he had given me: that piece of jade, my namesake, glittering in the amber glow of 
the candlelight. | lifted my gaze to see his face staring back at me from the floor, with his mouth agape and 
his brown eyes massive with the utmost state of euphoria. | lifted my hips off of him and he groaned out. 
"Was that-too much?" | asked him, out of breath. 

"No, no. | was gonna come anyways." | crawled over his bare chest to look at him right in the face. 


"Oh, baby doll. You did good. Not too shabby for a first act." 


"If | might say so myself, baby boy," | retorted, giving him another kiss on the lips. And it was that point | had 
completely forgotten about both Lars and Dave, at least for the moment. 


Pineapple Camisole 


Author's Notes: 

Inspired by a camping trip | went on about five, six years ago (except that was in Oregon and not upstate New 
York); the chapter name is a play on a southern-ism, in which if a neighbor puts a pineapple on your porch, it 
means they want to have a little liaison with you. 

We're also going to see the beginnings of a little triangle forming between Jade, Joey, and Lars (and a square if 


you cou nt Dave) 


November 9, 1990. 


It would be another month before | saw Joey again, even as the memory of the two of us sleeping together 
there on the floor followed by snuggling together in his bed remained firmly planted in my mind. | still have no 
doubt that that next morning with the gray sunlight flooding in from the bedroom window and the rain clinging 
to the outside of the glass was one of, if not the best part of it. | did call him on his birthday morning, but | 


had left a message and | could only assume he and the boys were out having a good time together. 


But in the meantime, | kept busy with school, making new friends and trying to figure out the deal behind 


Jeremiah and his incessant leering at me from across the room. 


Whenever | walked past him there in any of the classrooms we had together, | had this odd feeling, akin to the 
kind of feeling one gets from jumping into a cold swimming pool on a hot day. To this day that peculiar contrast 
from the normal vibe of the class to a sharp feeling pressed up against my body like that of a razor blade 


gives me chills. 


In the times where we had peer grading sessions, and he sat across from me, | always had that uneasy feeling 
in the pit of my stomach like something bad was about to happen to me. It didn't help matters that there 
were a couple times in which Charlie or Tom walked home with me, and | spotted him out of the corner of my 


eye. In the week leading up to Thanksgiving, they, along with Margarita, both walked home with me and Chris. 


It was about this time the leaves began to fall from the trees lining the street and | had to put on sweaters 
every morning prior to leaving the apartment. Tom wore all black from head to toe, while Charlie let his dark 
hair grow out some more to, what he said, "protect the back of his neck from the intense cold that's upon us 
all" Chris had her hair down at her back, meanwhile Tom and Margarita strolled along together in front of 


Charlie and me with the wind at our backs. 


"So | should tell you," Charlie began once the neighborhood entered our view, "we're gonna be camping out over 
Thanksgiving. Me, Frankie, Scott, Danny, Joey, and myself-we're all going out to Ithaca and then Finger Lakes 
with Lars, and Dave, and maybe this boy-o right here in front of us." 


"If | can find another cat sitter, maybe," said Tom with a glance back at us accompanied with a sly grin 
"You should ask Kerry," Charlie suggested, 

"Nah, he's not really a cat person. He's way the hell down in Miami, too." 
"The same place we recorded our album?" 

"Exact same place." 

"What's he doing down there?" 

"Laying down some new guitar tracks for demos and stuff." 

"Ahh. Which means you should be down there soon yourself” 

"The sooner the better, too, ‘cause you know." 

"Studio times? PFFF, yeah." 

Charlie returned to me with a hair toss and a quaint smile. 

"So you and your friend here-what'd you say your name was again?" 
"Chris," she said. 

"Chris! Yeah, you ladies can come along with us if you'd like." 


"lIl have to ask my parents to make sure we're not doing anything for the week," | replied, "but I'd love to tag 


along, though." 

"Yeah, me, too," Chris piped up. 

“Alright! But just so you girls know-we won't be staying in no fancy cabin, though, ‘cause neither of us have 
the money for it. We're gonna be at this place in Ithaca, this bar we like to hang out at-there's a nice big loft 


in the back that we're camping out in" 


"That's even better actually," Chris pointed out as Margarita lingered behind us with her ears and her tail 


erect. 


"Yeah, | wouldn't want us to stay in a humdrum cabin in the woods," | confessed, "especially out there where it 


gets scary dark and quiet at night" 


"Yeah, and you're about an hour out from the nearest town," Charlie added. 

"But thaca's of decent size and not only that, but where we're staying at has got these nice beds and stuff in 
it, so if the two of you can make it, you'll be in good hands there. The people there take good care of us and 
always have, too." He lifted his head to give attention to Tom in front of us. 

"Hey, Tommy, what's going on with your little feline lady here?" 

| turned my head to behold the sight of Margarita, who slunk along the edge of the sidewalk right behind 
Charlie and me at a quick pace before she stopped with her neck craned, her ears erected as far as they 
could go. The two of us stopped in place right in front of her and then Chris and Tom turned around for a look 


at her themselves. 


"She's either hunting or something is freaking her out," Chris noted: | followed the cat's gaze to the sight of 


the cottage, Jeremiah's house, right across the street from us. 
"Yeah—Margarita," Tom called her. "Margarita!" 


She turned her head to the four of us to show her blue eyes, wide and alert. She crept along the curb 


towards me and then Tom, who scooped her up and held her in his arms. 

"Yes, something has her spooked," he told us. 

"We're at the complex anyways," | pointed out. 

"Alright, we'll catch you girls later," Charlie said to us as he put his arms around me. 

"Do you have my number?" he asked me. 

"I have Joey's.” 

"Okay, you call him if and when you find out whether or not you're coming with us so we can make plans 


ahead of time. We'll be leaving.. the Sunday before Thanksgiving. Not this Sunday, but the one after that." 
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One can imagine the disappointment when Mom told me we were going to be at my relatives’ place up in 
Scranton for the first part of Thanksgiving break. The first part, though, in other words, | could go out to 
Finger Lakes if someone took me up there given my learner's permit had long expired. 


| called Joey to tell him about what was happening with us. 


"Oh, fuck, really?" He couldn't hide the disappointment in his voice. 


"Yeah, it's pretty lame actually, ‘cause | wanna hang with you guys. And | know Chris wants to, too." | closed 
my eyes as | longed for those soft brown eyes and that kinky black hair strewn over me like a blanket. 


"Do either of you drive?" he inquiringly asked me. 
"| don't have my permit anymore. | think she does, though." 


"What's she doing?" 


"She's going up to Allentown, | think If nothing, | can ask her for a ride over to the lakes, because | don't want 


either of you to do all of that driving’ 
"And i's a long drive, too, from the woods and then back out across Pemsylvania to Philly, and then only to 
have to turn around again and do it again Yeah, and we think the drive from your place to my place is long" 
"You know what else is long?" | asked him. 

pie 

"How'd you guess?" 

"Oh, just a little hunch" He cleared his throat. "Are you by yourself?" 

"Unfortunately, no. 

"God damn it. ‘Cause | was gonna give you a little filth, you know it being chilly out and whatnot! 

"Baby, it's cold outside," | whispered into the mouthpiece. 


‘Its cold outside," he retorted in a low husky voice. "Dammit. Well, you talk to Chris for me, alright baby girl?" 


"Yeah, of course." 
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"Why are those boys so cute and hot, like gosh," Chris said in one fell swoop as we made our way to the 
library to study for our midterms. 


"| know.” My voice trailed off. 


"You're with Joey, right?" She recalled as a gust of cold wind surged against us. 
"Yeah, and-to be truthful-and you heard this from me, too, Chris" 

"Yog?" 

"Im falling for... him." 

"Aw!" 

"But." | paused there on the sidewalk with the wind blowing through my hair. 
"But?" 

"To be frank.. and again, you heard this from me." 

"Yog?" 

| leaned in closer to her face. 

"Im feeling things for-erm, someone else." 

"Who?" 

"This guy Lars." 

"Lars." 

"Lars." 

‘Lars what?" 


"Ulrich. He's this little Danish boy, and he plays drums. He's another boy with long hair and this chubby little 


face, and he's just.. he's real soft and sweet and gentle. He went through a divorce recently, too." 
"Oh, really?" She raised her eyebrows at that. 


"Yeah, and-last month when | went over to Joey's, you know when we got kinda closer to one another and he 


gave me this necklace—" 
| was wondering where you got that." 


"Anyways, | went to a coffee place and Lars was there, and he and | hung out with each other and-" 


"You did it with him?" 

"No, no, no. He started getting all melancholic and so | did the good friend thing and comforted him. | thought 
about kissing him, but | never did." 

"And now you have-feelings for him." 

"| guess? | just feel bad for him. But he's so cute and sexy, though." 

"What about Dave, though?" 

"What about Dave?" 

"What's his deal?" 


"| guess he's a hall pass, or something of that sort. Joey seems pretty cool about Dave's-doing things." 


"But why am | sworn to secrecy about this little Lars fellow?" she demanded, adjusting the strap over her 


shoulder. 


"Because | worry that if Joey finds out about what | did that night and the truth about how | feel about him 
and Lars, he'll freak. And it might break his heart, too. So please, Chris, just-keep it between you and me, 
okay?" 


"Yeah, yeah. Sure, sure. So what day should we leave?" 
"Well, when you done up by Christmas city?" | asked her. 
"Monday. | leave Tuesday morning." 


"Okay. If we're not out of Scranton by then, I'll give you a ring and then we'll drive all the way over to Ithaca" 
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| called Joey for directions to the bar the night before they left for the woods, and | wrote down every word 
he had said before | slipped the paper into my purse for safekeeping. Chris had left for Allentown once school 
let out on the Friday night before the week of Thanksgiving, meanwhile Mom and | left for Scranton about mid 
Saturday morning. It was good seeing my grandmother and my cousins again, and | actually missed this side of 
Pennsylvania but | just wanted to be out in Ithaca with the boys and Chris. Indeed, we were there all weekend 
and well into Tuesday: the night before, however, | called her from her parents’ place to give her the heads up. 


"Okay. I'll be there before breakfast," she assured me. | went to bed that night in a fitful sleep, excited for the 


week ahead. 


Indeed, | awoke when Chris reached the house at seven thirty, and | gathered all of my things together, and 
loaded up her little blue car, and thus we headed out to western New York. 


"Joey's neck of the woods!" | exclaimed once signs for the state line emerged from the dense forests around 


us. 


Chris took the cut off from the main highway at Whitney Point Lake and soon we were en route to Ithaca and 


Cayuga Lake. | nestled down in the passenger seat in my sweater as a dense fog formed all around us. 

"Looks like-we're getting a little lake effect here?" Chris wondered aloud. 

"I hope not," | fretted, knowing full well how harsh the lake effect snows out here could be given proximity to 
Lake Ontario—and we drove in a tiny sedan with rear wheel drive, and we were about an hour from Syracuse. 
Sure enough, as we approached closer to Ithaca, and the bar Joey told me about, small flurries began to fall 
Upon us. 

"Come on, Jade, we can do it!" Chris insisted as the flurries picked up with every waning mile. 

Soon, | took out the paper and guided her to the bar and the loft, nestled inside a dense cluster of evergreens 
and overlooking the black waters of Cayuga Lake. The bar itself had a low black roof, a pair of front windows 
dimly lit with amber lights, and heavy wooden front doors. We took the spot closest to the front doors and 


hurried inside before the snow worsened. 


Chris and | found ourselves on the edge of a warm lit, crowded room, one resembling to a diner but there 


stood a lengthy bar on the other side. 

"Where do we go?" she asked over the chatter of the patrons. 

"I have no idea," | confessed. "And Joey didn't tell me, either." 

"Well, we've gotta do something, or we're getting carded at any given moment-" 

‘Hey! 

We spun around to see Dan and Lars approaching us, both of them wearing these heavy dark sweaters. 
"There they are!" | exclaimed over the noise. 


"Glad you girls could make it!" Dan declared. "Follow us-" 


Lars met eyes with me once we skirted along the side of the room. 


"Hello," he greeted me in a gentle voice; his face and eyes were both soft and | wanted to feel him right then 


and there as everyone's backs turned the other way. 

"Hi," | returned the favor as Dan led us to a doorway to a narrow dim lit corridor followed by a short stairwell 
illuminated only by a low line of neon light to our left. The stairs in turn brought us to the doorway of the 
loft, a small but cozy apartment with a handful of beds, including a bunk bed, a sofa accompanied with a coffee 
table nestled in the far corner of the room, and a small faded black leather recliner and a miniature fridge 
next to a pantry. We walked in right as Dave and Frank were talking about something. 

"To be frank." the former started. 


"Why would you wanna be me?!" Frank sputtered and we all burst out laughing. 


In fact, we pulled jokes like that with each other all night long, in particular when Chris found an old cameo 


from in between the sofa cushions and we had no idea what it represented. 
(She's telling me Christine still has it to this day!) 


"Someone rushed the fuck out of this," Lars remarked as he held it closer to his face for a better 
examination. He then handed it to Scott and Frank for them to figure it out themselves. 


"It looks like a.. murderous dancing bear," Scott guessed when he had it in his hands. 


“Murderous dancing bear’, that's gonna the name of my solo album," Joey cracked from across the room. 
Chris and | howled with laughter as he took a sip of hot cocoa. 


"Nah, it's a-pineapple," Dave described when he had it in hand. 


"Oh! Speaking of pineapple." Joey climbed to his feet and rounded the side of the recliner to the fridge. He soon 


took out a pineapple from the inside and set it on the arm. 

"Free pineapple!" Scott exclaimed. 

"There was a note on it saying it's for you, Jade," Joey added, standing back upright: 
oF ioe 

"Yeah. It was really odd, like someone knew you were coming.’ 


| raised my eyebrows at him, but he soon shook his head. 


"Not me, or us, | swear." 

"Yeah, we had no idea if you'd make it not because of the snow," Charlie confessed, taking a seat on the end of 
the right tier of the couch. Questions sprung up in my mind right then, but | was too tired and hungry to ask 
them at the moment. 

"But for now, we have got free pineapple," Lars stated. 


"And boy, do we ever," Frank chimed in. 


"And for the love of fuck, don't put it on our pizza.." Dave grumbled. 


Pumpkin Seeds in Tin Foil 

November 20, 1990. 

We turned in for the night following a good size dinner courtesy of the bartenders and the manager 
downstairs; even though it was quite late by that time, the lack of fatigue within me was astounding. Indeed, | 
almost didn't feel as though | had eaten anything that evening. | turned to Chris as she put the remainder of 


her drink into the fridge next to the recliner. 


"Chris," | called to her, and she stood upright with a fix of her hair. | strode over to her so she could hear me 


over the ruckus from downstairs and right behind us. 

"Do you feel full or tired?" | asked her. She paused for a second before shaking her head. 
"No," she answered, and | knew she was taken aback as me. "No, | don't" 

"And we ate a shitload of food, too," | added. 


"And for like four hours on top of that. We ate a ton, drank a ton.. but we took the attention off of everything 


in front of us—" 


"And onto the boys all around us," | finished her thought. Scott said something and they all erupted into a roar 
of laughter. 


"Awful lot of boys in this room, too," she remarked to me in a low voice. 


"| know, right?" | turned to her so as to examine her lips. | had a thought cross my mind, much like the one | 


had in mind when | was alone with Lars that night. | lingered before her face, and before her soft cherry lips 
"Jade, what are you doing?" She frowned at me. | contemplated it, but the boys were all congregated behind us. 
"Jade," she repeated 

"Maybe later," | said 

"Maybe what later?" 

But | didn't answer, given | heard Dave say “let's call it a night, you guys" 


"Yeah, we've got girls here," Charlie added. | turned around right as Joey and Lars both approached us from 
behind. 


"So we've got some comfy beds here, I'm told?" | started, rubbing my hands together. 
"Some of the best you'll sleep on, baby doll," Joey replied with a wink. 


"l'Il take the sofa with Charlie and Frankie," she hastily spoke, and then she darted from around to the couch. | 
froze right as they stood on either side of me: Joey ran his fingers through his black hair while Lars stripped 
off his shirt. 


"Damn, that was quick," Joey cracked as Lars fixed his hair before slinging his shirt over shoulder. 


"| don't mess around," he boasted. | stared at Lars’ belly button and the little roll of fat tacked around his 
waist. That explained the softness. 


"Guess | should, too," Joey teased, unbuttoning his shirt and showing off his chest to me. | felt my face grow 
warm at the sight of both of them: where Lars had hoisted his shirt over his shoulder, Joey kept his close to 
the waistband of his jeans. 


"Oh," | breathed out. 

Like what you see here, baby girl?" he asked me, showing me his dimples. | turned around to see the last 
queen bed standing on the far side of the loft, pressed up against the wall and next to a tiny, spindly 
nightstand with a dusty looking lamp with a faded lampshade. 

"There's... just one bed left," | stammered. 

"Yeah, | usually sleep over there whenever we come here," he explained. He glanced at Lars, who stuck his 
tongue out at me: | examined his bare chest and his stomach once again. Granted, Joey was slender and as 
smooth as silk, much like the pendant upon my neck, but Lars had a little bit of a tummy, and | pictured 


myself stroking that plush skin 


"Lars and | can sleep on the floor if you'd like," Joey offered, laying his shirt on the top of the fridge right as 


Dan took a seat in the recliner. 

"No, no," | insisted. 

‘Ohhhh, Miss Jade is gonna be sharing a bed with two fellas," Dan said, his eyes sparkling. 

| might as well, | mean-" 

And without further hesitation, | took off my shoes and then my pants. | set my jeans on top of the fridge 


along with his shirt, and then | reached up my back to unhook my bra and slide the straps down my arms 


without taking off my shirt. 


"Ohhh, baby," Joey remarked once | slipped my bra out from the bottom of my shirt, and | led the both of 
them to bed with me. | peeled back the sheet, the two soft blankets, and the comforter, and crawled in first: 
there were two pillows laying there at the head of the bed. | was about to make note of it when Lars dove 
headfirst onto the right side of the bed. He lay on his side so he propped his head up with his right hand. He 
showed me his beautiful body as | climbed in there right next to him. | rolled over onto my back to look at 
Joey right as he took off his pants and slid into the side of the bed to my left. 


"Alright, kids, we all tucked in for the night?" Scott called from the other side of the loft. 

"Yes!" Chris, Dan, Charlie, and Dave all replied in unison. 

He switched off the light, which in turn engulfed the whole room in complete darkness. The sole noise came 
from the people downstairs and from the blizzard outside: Scott cursed under his breath as he made his way 
to his bed across the room from us. | nestled down in between Lars and Joey, the latter of whom rolled over 
onto his side as if beckoning a bit of spooning from me. Indeed, as | was about to reach for him, a soft snore 
emerged from his throat. 

Joey had already fallen asleep within mere seconds of us laying down there on the bed | rolled my head over 
the pillow: in the darkness, | made out the faint outline of Lars' head and part of his face pressed upon the top 
of his pillow. 

"Are you still awake?" | whispered to him. 


"Yes," he whispered back to me. He shifted his weight right there next to me. 


Dan hadn't stirred, and the whole loft receded into silence except for the snowstorm outside of the bar. | 
inched closer to Lars. 


"You know, I've been thinking," | began, running my fingers down his chest and down to his belly: he was a lot 


softer than | had imagined. 
"May | ask what?" 
"About the night we were together, and | held you. I'm not gonna lie-| wanted to kiss you." 


He didn't move, and the room still remained silent despite the winds and the hard snow. | lifted my hand on the 
side of his face. He made a little whimper. 


"Don't you dare say a word," | whispered into his mouth before planting a kiss on his lips. He jerked his head 


back: in the darkness, | could see the stunned expression on his face. 
"What the fuck-Jadel" he insisted in a hushed voice. "Joey's right there!" 


"Oh, please. An earthquake wouldn't wake him up. And the amount he ate earlier is second to what you helped 


yourself to, and | doubt anyone'll hear us because of the storm outside. Now, come here, baby boy.. come 
here and kiss me. Please. | know you want it” 


| planted my lips onto his, once, twice, four times: on the fourth time, | put my arms around his waist and slid 
closer to me. His body was warm and soft, indicative of someone who needed protecting. He gasped into my 
face; meanwhile Joey kept up his steady slumber, remaining still on his side right behind me. The whole room 
continued to remain within silent slumber except for the winds outside and the gentle little moans emerging 
from Lars' parted lips. 


"I think-I think | do need you," he gasped in between kisses. | had him right where | wanted him, and | had to 
cheat on Joey literally right behind his back to make him feel better. 
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There's an arrow in your butt! 
November 23, 1990. 
| awoke early on the morning after Thanksgiving to the feel of Lars' body snuggled up next to me. His flesh 
was soft, and his hair had the consistency of silk; meanwhile, in the gray light, his face had the look of a little 
doll, a little Danish doll nestled up close to my body. | lay there in silence to listen if Joey and Dan were stil 
asleep. Surely they were: we had quite the party last night, and like on the first night, Joey crawled into bed 
right next to me and fell right to sleep. Even though Chris and | hadn't had a sip of alcohol, my lips felt dry 
and parched, as if | had had a great deal to drink. 
| ran my fingers down Lars’ back, and then back up to the ends of his hair. His hair, like Joey's, was quite 
coarse to the touch right down at the bottom, and yet very soft and smooth. | pressed the tip of my nose up 
against the crown of his head to take in his smell a little bit more. He never opened his eyes, while Joey 
remained fast asleep right behind my back, and for all | knew, Dan was still asleep in recliner across from us. 
| lifted my hand out from underneath the covers to touch the tip of my nose, which felt as cold as ice. 
(Maybe that's why he's snuggled up so closely-he's cold) 
Lars' hand squeezed my hip, and then his fingers slithered down onto my ass and the back of my thigh. 
(or not) 


| patted his chubby little cheek which in turn brought a sly smirk to his face. His eyelids popped open and | 
gazed right into those clear, crisp green irises bathed in shadow and soft gray light. 


"Good morning, beautiful," | whispered to him in a voice so soft | might as well have breathed it. He lowered his 


lips to my neck and shoulder, but we lay a little too close to one another. 

"Gah-what time is it?" | heard Scott mutter from across the room. 

Dave or Charlie said something, and then Chris said something. | let go of Lars and he rolled onto his back. Joey 
never stirred as | heard shuffling about on the other side of the room. There was whispering, followed by a 


gentle little snicker and some more whispering. 


| lifted my head from the pillow to see what was happening, and | could only see Scott and Charlie gathered 
around Frank's bed tucked in the opposite corner of the loft. 


"What's going on?" Lars’ voice cracked once he opened his mouth. 


"Shhhh!" Charlie hissed, waving his hand at him. Joey's head twitched on the pillow next to me but he never 


awoke. 

"The water's just barely warm, God damn it," Scott groaned. 

"We could use some of it on Joey," Dave suggested. 

"That won't be necessary," | requested in a hushed voice, pushing myself up from the middle of the bed and 
hoisting myself up on my hands. | turned to Joey right as Lars climbed out of bed. | lay a hand on the 
comforter wrapped taut about his shoulder, and then | leaned in closer to his ear and the side of his face. | 
think | even stroked the base of his head just to feel his hair. 


"Hey," | whispered into his ear. "Hey-hey, sleepy head." 


He groaned in his throat but never awoke, and so | kissed the side of his ear, and his eyes popped open. And 
then he turned to me with his eyebrows raised. 


"What'd | miss?" he croaked. 
"Nothing. We're just gonna do the Black Friday thing." | brought my attention to them. "Aren't we?" 


"Hell to the yes," Dave replied with a wink. "Now get dressed. All of you." 
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The main corridor of the mall was deserted and | knew we had bypassed the Black Friday crowds. We split up 
and all wandered about the place to check out all of the little shops Ithaca had to offer us. All the while, Joey 
and Lars walked about with me and Chris as we searched for a place to have breakfast and a cup of coffee. | 
kept my lips sealed about my coming closer to Lars, and in what better setting than under the covers of that 
last bed. | meant no offense to Joey, and if anything | wanted him as much as | wanted Lars and Dave, but 
there was no denying how | felt about that little fellow and his soft body and heart. Joey kept his arm around 


my shoulder as we made our way down one of the branches of the mall. 
"There's always bookstores and shit but never enough coffeehouses,” he remarked. 
“There should be like a one to one ratio of the two or something of that nature," | said. 


"Exactly! When you find something to read, you go next door to get coffee. Or at least have the two in the 


same room." 


"One side with books, the other with espresso makers," declared Lars, who lurked behind me. 


"Not just espresso but lattes, too," Chris chimed in with a yawn. 
‘Espressos and lattes, and it should be optional," | continued, "you know, you don't have to if you don't want to." 
"And if you do, it shouldn't cost you an arm and a leg," added Lars. 


"See, we are smart," boasted Joey, "we should set up malls and coffee places and shit like this to give what 
the people truly want in their experience and not what we think they want. Power to the people and the fans, | 


say." 
We fell back into silence as we passed a sporting goods shop to our left: to our right stood a lingerie shop. 


"Interesting combination of masculine and feminine here," Lars observed. 


"Good God, | was just gonna say something like that!" Joey chuckled. "I's like yin and yang met up in Ithaca, 


New York to form the centerpiece of the universe.” Chris yawned again, a much bigger yawn that time. 
"My goodness," | noted 

"| didn't sleep too well last night," she confessed. "Kept waking up 

"Ah, that sucks," said Lars. 


"I woke up at like.. dark-thirty and felt my feet were as cold as ice-" She stopped right before another shop, 


one next door to the lingerie place. 
"And?" | tried to fill in for her. 
"And, Dave!" she called into this one shop. "Dave!" 


We peeked into the shop to see Dave standing by the checkout counter reading a magazine, while blissfully 
unaware of the shaft jutting out from the back of his thigh. 


"Dave!" Chris hollered. "Dave!" 
He finally lifted his head to see us. 

"There's an arrow in your butt!" she pointed out 

He glanced down ard lifted his left leg to show us the very real arrow sticking out of his thigh, but his 


expression remained stoic. Joey started to laugh, and then Lars followed suit. | peered up at the top of the 


doorway and then | brought my attention back to her. 


"Uh, Chris," | called out. She whirled around to see me with a mortified look upon her face. 


"This is Spencer's Gifts," | told her. She frowned and then returned to Dave right as he took the shaft off of 


his thigh and revealed a suction cup on one end. 


"Frankie got me this," he admitted over Joey and Lars' hysterical laughter. | strode over to her to put an arm 


around her shoulder and examine the disappointment on her face. 

"Better luck next time," | whispered into her ear. 

Soon, we found a coffeehouse, a little nook crammed in between a perfume shop and the front entrance to 
Macy's. No sooner had Lars, Joey, and | took a seat at a table near the back of the room when Scott hurried 
into the room wearing a look of excitement. 

"Oh, there you are! I've been looking all over for you guys!" 


"What's up?" asked Joey. 


"| just got a note from one of the owners of the bar. One of the patrons asked him if we were there and he 


said yeah." 

"Who was it?" asked Chris. 

"Chuck D from Public Enemy-we're gonna collaborate with them!" 
"Holy shit!" Joey exclaimed. 

"Wow!" Lars declared. 

| gasped. "When?" 


"He wants to do it middle of March. Oh, man, l'm so looking forward to this. | fucking love Public Enemy." 


Joey's Secret 


December 14, 1990. 


| had just returned home from my first full semester of school when the phone in the kitchen rang. | set 
down my things on the table and picked up the receiver. 


"Hello?" 

"Hey, babe," he greeted me. 

"Oh, hi, Joey! | was just thinking about you. How goes it?" 

"Just taking my boots off and kicking back on the couch. How ‘bout you" 
"Today was my last day of school-lm off a full month: 


"Oh, good! | wanna see you and your mom again. | miss you. The boys all miss you, too. Oh, hey! | almost 


forgot: you know Lars’ birthday is the day after Christmas, right?" 

"No, | didn't" 

"Well, it's day after Christmas and! guess on the twenty.. first? He's gonna be flying back to Denmark to 
spend some time with his parents. | guess his mom's.. real sick right now. He wants to see her before she.. 
you know, gets worse." His voice trailed off. 

"Are you okay?" | asked him. He sighed into the phone, but never said a word. 

"Joey? Is everything alright?" 

He cleared his throat. 

"I need to tell you something. And-And, | feel so nervous thinking about this because | don't know what's going 
to happen if anyone other than the two of us find out. I'm telling you this because you're my girlfriend and 
you deserve to know." 


"What is it?" | lowered my voice and leaned in closer to the wall. 


"Okay," he began with another sigh, “but don't tell anyone this, alright? Just keep this between the two of us 
for me. And if Scott, or Danny, or Frankie, or Charlie find out about this, they'll slaughter me." 


"Yes, yes, of course," | vowed. "Of course, baby." 


"Okay" He fell silent right then | peered behind me to see | was the sole person in the room. 


‘Im.." he started; a peculiar crackling noise on his end caught my attention. It reminded me of firewood, even 
though there was no fireplace in his apartment. 


"Yog?" 
‘Im... a." he stammered. 

"Yes? Yes? What is it, baby?" 

‘Im a.. an angel." 

| tilted my head to the side and held the phone out from the side of my head. 
"An angel? What do you mean?" 


"An angel. You know, a winged creature that floats around and does things on the premise of something good 
happening? An angel?" 


| kept my mouth agape. | didnt know what to think or speak right then 
"Are you there?" 

"Yeah, | just-huh?!" | yelped out. 

"Shhh! Keep your voice down!" he hissed 


| glanced about the room to make sure no one eavesdropped upon me. Once the coast was clear, | returned my 


attention to him. 

"What-do you mean, you're an angel, though?" | demanded in a hushed whisper. 

"All five of us are, | should say, and so is Tom. We were angels who fell to Earth because we wanted to do 
whatever we want, and we lost our wings and became humans because of it. It's almost like a ghost in the 
machine sort of thing-we're still technically angels, but we're congealed in human form, though. We can love, 


express emotion on free will.. you know, do everything that a flesh and blood human can do. And we can get 


them back, but there's a catch, though." 
"And what's that?" | leaned against the kitchen wall 


"We have to earn them before time runs out. Our human bodies are weak and fragile, whereas being an angel 


gives us inordinate strength and power. | know we have angelic traces left in ourselves, though. | can feel it, in 


my bones, in my vocal cords.. | can feel it." 
Y Y 


"That explains why.. a number of.. weird things happened," | followed along, "from Margarita almost being hit by 
that car, to Charlie being in school with me-" 


‘It's because to say ‘we're not normal is an understatement," he continued. 

Its because we're.. of the higher realm." 

"Is.. Is that why you're so beautiful?" 

"Yes. l'm also the oldest, so you're looking at ancient, raw beauty flowing inside of the body of a thirty-year- 
old hick from the backwoods of New York here. That's also why I'm such a good singer, too. | mean, | wanna 


play guitar or piano, but | have more weight in my singing voice, though." 


"That also explains why you always feel like you're protecting me, too. And what happens if you don't get your 


wings back?" 


"Like | said, time runs out. The sand in the hourglass we were presented with before we fell to Earth runs out. 


Our bodies give out on us and we die. We've each got.. two years as of the Solstice, | think” 


'So.." | tried to follow along, "as long as you and | are together-and you show me love, and affection, you are 
living on borrowed time for the next two years." 

"All of us are. That's also why I'm so kind to you and why | got past the age difference so quickly. It's one of 
the things we need to do before we can prove that we can have our wings back We're so kind because we 


want to be givers again and we know our flesh is only temporary.” 

A lump emerged inside of my throat. 

"Dave and Lars are, too?" | tried to my voice from trembling. 

"Dave is a special, impish case-that's as far as | know, | don't know any further details. Lars, meanwhile, is just 
a regular man trapped in purgatory who owes-l forget what he owes, but he owes something. He's not an 
angel, but rather someone with a pretty bad debt, and his divorce didn't help matters. That's probably why 
he's not taking it so well, because he knows he's further down in his hole." 


"What happens if you die?" | whimpered into the mouthpiece. 


"We not only lose our bodies but.. we're stuck spiritually speaking. We're forced to walk the Earth until the 
Earth ends. We're barred. Can't go anywhere. We can't do anything and | can't come in contact with you." 


| brought a hand to my mouth to stifle the tears, but | managed to cry right into the phone. 


"Jade, baby doll, don't cry," he cooed. "At least I'm telling you this now so if | fail to earn my wings, you know 
what happened to me." 


"But | don't want to lose you," | wept. 

"You're not gonna lose me. Like | said, angels are givers. We leave good in the world, and part of that deed is to 
love. Love our fans, our enemies, and mortals such as yourself. If we keep loving, and treating you well, we'll 
get our wings back before the sands run out. And then after that, | can't say. | don't know if we lose our free 


will or what. And the fact Tom saved your life from that car tells me we're on the track." 


"What about Lars?" | felt a tear stream down my face at the thought of him. "What happens if he doesn't pay 
his debt?" 


There was a brief pause. 


"He goes bye-bye, too, but in perhaps a worse way than us. That's all | know. | don't know anything else other 
than that." 


"But why am | sworn to secrecy, though?" | demanded, feeling more tears run down my cheeks. "Aside from.. 


the boys making a big stink and all." 

‘More than just a big stink," he corrected. "If they find out | told you, | undo everything | have ever worked 
for and done for you. If they find out, I'm stuck in this body. It doesn't die-l'm just stuck until my hair dries 
out and my flesh crumbles away into nothing.’ 


"You do like being touched, though," | pointed out, wiping my eyes with my sweater sleeve. 


"Oh, yeah, that's something | noticed right away is, | like being close. | might be an angel but at the end of the 


day, | am a human." He cleared his throat. 
"So-are you by yourself?" he almost whispered into the mouthpiece. 
"Lam," | sniffled. 


"You know, you said you were thinking about me. Coincidentally, | was thinking about you earlier... if you know 
what | mean." 


"Oh." | breathed into the phone. 


"Yeah. Just reached down and gave it a good yank. Thinking about you will always give me a good, hearty 


boner." 


"Oh, Joey...” 

| paused, feeling the tears wane away. 

"So, thinking about me gets you hard?" 

"Hard as that pendant | gave you." 

| sniffled again. "What if | told you I'm-thinking of taking a shower soon?" 
| heard him smack his lips. 


‘lm picturing it," he said in a voice so low and husky, | was amazed that a guy with a singing voice that high 


could speak so low. 


"All the water running down my legs," | said in a broken voice, "my naked body-" 


"And then | come in" 

"Why would you come in?" | demanded, pressing my hand to my hip. 

"So | can push you against the wall and fuck you like the night we fucked on the floor right here behind me." 
He smacked his lips again. 

"Gonna need some water here-l've got two years, baby doll. I'm gonna need a lot of water." 

"Like how l'm gonna wet?" | whispered. 

"That's for me to make that happen and for you to feel it for yourself" 

| brought a hand to my face as | tried to think of something. 


"How would you feel if |-ran my fingers up your legs?" he suggested. "Go all the way up your thigh until | 
reach that little silver mine. And then | dig for silver." 


| let out a long low whistle. 
"Would there be tongue involved?" | asked him. 
"If you want, | can. I'll let my tongue do most of the talking anyways." 


"Would you scream at one point?" 


"When | come, I'll scream like | did five years ago on ‘Raise Hell’ Let me ask you, what kind of panties are you 


wearing right now?" 
"Oh, just your simple little.. black ones." 


"Oooh, black, black black black black baby. Black is good. You know, sometimes | think about peeling them off of 
you with just my teeth." 


"If you do that, Ill spank you," | warned. 

"Oooookay, now it's starting to get hot in here." 

"Now it's starting to?" | cracked. 

"| mean-" 

| giggled at him, and he started to laugh on his end. 

"Anyways-| know it's hell of a lot to take in all at once, and over the phone no less. But | wanted to tell you 
that. | wanted you to know that if.. if | go, you will know what happened. But until then, | want-" He stopped and 
let out a quiet sigh. 

"You want-what?" | tried to fill in the blank. 

| wanna be yours," he stated in a near whisper. | shifted my weight right in my place there on the kitchen 
floor. | had feelings for Lars, especially after our time out by Finger Lakes and the evening | spent with him, 
but | had my faith in Joey, and now after hearing this, | needed to be with him, every step of the way. | 
swallowed. 

"Be mine, Joseph," | whispered, "my cup of Joey." 

"Cup of Joey," he snickered at that. "What was the other thing you called me?" 

"Jose." 


"Josel That was it. But yeah. | want to be yours, all the way to the very end” 


"And l'm yours, all the way to the very end" The front door swung open and Mom stepped into the apartment 


accompanied with a blast of cold air and burgeoning snow. 
"| gotta go, Mom's home," | told him. 


"Give her a hug for me." He made a kiss noise on his end before hanging up. 


